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1  "o  thee,  O  Miflrefs  !  from  a  virgin  mead 
This  chaplet,  woven  of  its  flowers,  I  bring  : 

There  no  fcythe  cornes,  no  fliepherd  dares  to  fecd 
His  flock  ;  but  o'er  a  virgin  mead,  in  Spring, 
The  honey-bee  roams  freely  on  the  wing  ; 
While  Modefly  the  bloom  is  nurturing 

With  river-dews,  for  thofe  to  cull,  who  need 

No  teaching,  but  by  nature  guard  each  decd 
With  chafle  fobriety  in  everything. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Of  beautiful  Normandy,  one  of  the  moll  lovely  diflridls  is 
that  known  as  Le  Bocage  ;  and  of  that  Norman  Bocage, 
the  principal,  as  well  as  the  mofl  pi(Slurefque  town,  is  Vire. 
The  chief  town  of  Lower  Normandy,  and  charmingly 
fituated  on  the  flopes  of  feveral  hills,  and  in  the  valleys 
which  they  enclofe,  it  is  furrounded  by  a  wide  expanfe  of 
richly-wooded  heights,  fruitful  orchards,  undulating  upland 
paflures,  romantic  copfes,  and  high  and  rocky  crags  ;  while 
the  flreams  of  the  river  Vire  and  its  tributaries  wind  below, 
adding  frefh  verdure  to  the  landfcape,  and  fupplying  water- 
power  to  many  mills  fituated  on  their  banks. 

A  Httle  above  the  jundlion  of  the  Vire  with  the  Virene, 
the  former  river  fweeps  boldly  round  a  lofty  and  very 
precipitous  granité  rock,  on  which  flands  the  partially-ruined 
donjon-tower  of  the  ancient  Caflle  of  Vire,  finely  dominating 
the  pofition  of  the  town  and  its  environs.  The  fcene,  one 
of  very  pecuHar  and  varied  beauty,  has  long  been  famous  as 
Les  Vaux-de-Vire.  "  The  place,"  fays  one  of  the  inhabit- 
ants of  the  ancient  town,  "  known  from  ail  time  under  the 
"  name  of  the  Vaux  de  Vire,  is  one  of  the  mofl  agreeable 
"  fituations  in  the  Bocage,  and  alfo  one  of  the  mofl  cele- 
•'•  brated,  from  the  number  of  manufaélories  which  hâve 
"  immemorially  exifled  there.  Tt  takes  its  name  from  two 
"  principal  valleys  that  form  it,  .   .   .   refling  on  the  Place 
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"  of  the  Château  of  Vire,  which  lies  to  the  wefl,  and  fuffi- 
"  ciently  near  to  the  town  to  be  confidered  as  one  of  the 
"  faubourgs.  It  is  in  thofe  valleys,  extending,  the  one  from 
"  north  to  fouth,  and  the  other  from  eafl  to  wefl,  that  the 
"  two  rivers  Vire  and  Virene  flow,  till  their  junclion  at  the 
"  Pont  des  Vaux.  Their  banks  are  fometimes  hemmed  in 
"  between  two  precipitous  Unes  of  cliff,  which  afford  no 
"  other  view  than  naked  rock  and  heath.  Sometimes  they 
"  open  out,  difclofmg  partial  woods,  and  portions  of  culti- 
"  vated  ground.  Everywhere  the  views  are  very  limited, 
"  the  horizon  being  on  ail  fides  confined  to  a  fpace  of  a 
"  quarter  of  a  league,  excepting  the  part  which  extends  to 
"  the  north  below  the  Pont  des  Vaux  ;  in  which  direction 
•'  an  unbounded  diflance  is  opened  up.  The  current  of  the 
"  Vire  and  of  the  Virene  is  there  pretty  rapid,  or,  rather, 
"  the  inclination  of  the  ground  gives  them  a  flope  fufficient 
"  to  hâve  been  found  available  for  the  eflablifhment  of 
"  nuraerous  mills,  fome  for  paper-making,  and  the  refl, 
"  for  fuUing  cloths  ;  for  the  manufacSlure  of  which,  the 
*'  town  of  Vire  has  been  celebrated  from  the  fifteenth 
"  century."  * 

"  Vire,"  fays  Dr.  Dibdin,  writing  more  than  half  a 
century  ago,  "  is  a  fort  of  Rouen  in  miniature, — if  buflle 
"  and  population  only  be  confidered.  .  .  .  The  immédiate 
"  vicinity  of  the  town  is  remarkablc  as  weil  for  pi61urefque 
'■  objecls  of  fcenery  as  for  a  high  flate  of  cultivation  ;  and 
'■  a  flroU  upon  tlie  hcights,  in  whatevcr  part  vifited,  will  not 
'•  fail  to  repay  you  for  the  certain  difappointment  to  be 
'"  cxpcricnccd  within  the  flreets  of  the  town.  Portions  of 
"  the  fcenery,  from  tliefe  heights,  are  not  unlike  thofe  in 
'■  Dcrbyfliirc,  aljout  Matlock.     'i'here  is  plenty  of  rock,  of 

'■    M.  Alïcliii,  l>iic()ur.>  riLliniiiiaiic,  \'aud(.-viri.-i  [ar  Oliviei'  Baffelin  : 
\'ii c,   iSi  I.  II.  wii. 
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"  flimbs,  and  of  fern  ;  whilc  another  Derwent,  lefs  turbid 
"  and  muddy,  meanders  below."* 

Dr.  Dibdin's  vifit  was  a  brief  and  paffmg  one  ;  but  we 
may  fafely  prefume  that  a  longer  flay  in  Vire,  and  a  better 
acquain tance  with  its  interior,  would  hâve  greatly  modified 
his  hafly  remark  as  to  a  want  of  interefl  in  the  views  of  the 
town  itfelf,  and  hâve  led  him  to  agrée  with  the  opinions 
generally  expreffed  by  more  récent  travellers  of  artiflic 
tafte.  "  The  CaÛle  of  Vire,"  fays  Mifs  Coftello,  "  confiRs 
"  of  a  very  grand,  though  not  extenfive,  ruin  of  the  Donjon, 
"  which  flands  on  a  platform  at  one  extremity  of  the  town, 
"  commanding  an  entire  view  of  the  whole,  and  a  profpecft 
"  over  the  wide  extent  of  Vaux  beneath,  unequalled  for 
"  beauty,  richnefs,  and  the  pecuHarity  of  its  features.  The 
"  ruin  itfelf  is  very  pi6lurefque,  being  one  large  high  tower 
"  cloven  by  time  almofl  to  its  bafe,  with  a  few  loop-holes 
"  and  Windows  remaining  :  it  is  built  into  the  folid  rock,  of 
"  which  it  feems  to  form  a  part,  and  rifes  proudly  from  the 
"  fine  broad  fquare,  planted  with  three  rows  of  luxuriant 
"  trees,  and  accommodated  with  feats  at  intervais,  where 
"  the  inhabitants  hâve  a  charming  promenade,  and  can 
"  enjoy  a  feries  of  the  mofl  fplendid  views  poffible."  f 

"  Even  a  hafly  glance  at  Vire,"  fays  Mrs.  Macquoid,  in 
a  very  agreeable  volume,  v/hich  forms  a  ufeful  companion  to 
modem  travellers  in  Normandy,  "  as  foon  as  we  hnd  climbed 
"  up  the  hill  leading  from  the  railway  flation,  was  enough 
"  to  fliow  us  that  we  had  reached  the  mofl  piclurefque 
"  town  we  had  yet  feen.  .  .  .  The  townis  fingularly  quaint, 
"  placed  at  the  end  of  a  ridge  of  hills.     Acrofs  the  principal 

*  A  BibliograiDliical,  Antiquavian,  and  Picturefque  Tour  in  France 
and  German)',  by  the  Rev.  T.  F.  Dibdin  :  London,  1821,  vol.  i.  jip. 
423-426. 

+  A  Siunmer  amongR  the  lîocnges  and  the^Vines,  liy  Louifa  Stuart 
Coflello  :   London,  1840,  voh  i.  p.  123. 
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"  llreet  is  a  piélurefque  arched  gateway  fupporting  the 
"  Tour  de  l'Horloge,  a  con(lru6lion  of  the  thirteenth 
"  century  ;  the  top  of  the  tower  is  very  original.  .  .  .  The 
"  ruins  of  the  old  caflle  fland  mofl  pidlurefquely  on  a  pro- 
"  montory  of  rock,  which,  though  in  the  midll  of  the  tovvn, 
"  projedls  itfelf,  a  perpendicular  height  of  bare  rock,  into 
"  the  valley  of  the  Vire.  The  river  divides  hère,  and  circles 
"  round  the  hills,  which  rife  one  beyond  another  till  the 
"  lafl  are  lofl  in  mifty  diilance.  It  offered  a  mofl  exquifite 
"  fucceflîon  of  pidlures  .  .  .  and  left  us  to  imagine  far 
"  greater  beauty.  The  fpecial  peculiarity  of  this  view  is  the 
"  fleep  defcent  of  the  rock,  about  two  hundred  and  thirty 
"  feet,  and  the  way  in  which  the  river  forms  a  double 
"  valley  among  the  ever-varying  hills.  .  .  .  We  went  down 
"  a  fleep  road  on  the  right,  befide  a  branch  of  the  river, 
"  with  rich  dark-coloured  crags  on  one  fide,  clothed  hère 
"  and  there  with  ivy  and  bufhes,  while  oppofite  was  a  green 
"  hill,  wooded  up  to  its  very  fummit  by  tall  feathery  trees. 
"...  Every  now  and  then  we  came  upon  pleafant  walks 
"  eut  up  the  hill-fide,  from  which  one  overlooks  the  winding 
"  river  and  its  never-ending  fucceffion  of  rocky  glens  and 
"  wooded  valleys.  .  .  .  After  rather  a  long  walk  of  con- 
"  fiant  afcent  and  defcent  between  the  rocks  and  the  river, 
"  we  came  to  the  poet's  houfe  .  .  .  charmingly  placed  on 
"  the  river  itfelf  A  dark  rock,  Des  Cordeliers,  projedls 
"  over  the  road  befide  it  ;  and,  beyond  it,  the  valley  opens, 
"  and  fliows  the  Vire  winding  round  the  flaoulder  of  another 
"  hill,  which  flretches  boldly  fonvard,  and  offers  a  double 
"  feries  of  exquifitely  tintcd  hill  and  valley.  .  .  .  Still 
"  farther  on,  the  valley  grows  more  and  more  bcautiful  ; 
"  indeed  we  fancied  vveeks  might  bc  fpent  in  exploring  the 
"  lovelinefs  of  thcfe  Vaux  de  Vire."  * 


*  Tlirough  Normandy,  l)y  Katharine  S.  Macquoid  :  I.ondoii,  1874, 
pp.  521-524. 
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"  Words  can  but  feebly  convey,"  fays  Mifs  Coflello,  in 
defcribing  this  part  of  the  environs  of  Vire,  "  the  impref- 
"  fion  made  on  the  mind  by  fcenery  fuch  as  awaits  the 
"  wanderer  amongfl  the  deep  dells  and  hills  fludded  with 
"  grey  rocks  and  Ihort  brufhwood  which  enclofe  them."  * 
And  Mr.  Mufgrave,  writing  of  the  famé  delicious  fcene, 
juflly  obferves  :  —  "The  ancient  Greeks  would  hâve  iden- 
"  tified  fo  fafcinating  a  région  with  Arcadia  ; — a  land  of 
"  fhepherds  and  of  pafloral  fong,  and  peopled  with  Fauns, 
"  Satyrs,  and  Nymphs,  with  Pan  enthroned  upon  fome 
"  mofs-clad  rock  or  fallen  pine,  as  their  prefiding  leader 
"  and  deity."  t  With  even  flill  greater  appofitenefs,  remem- 
bering  the  topics  of  mofl  of  the  fongs  of  the  Vau-de-Vire, 
we  might  recall  to  the  mind's  eye  the  piclure  drawn  by 
Horace,  in  his  Ode  to  Bacchus  : — 

"  Bacchum  in  remotis  carmina  rupibus 
"  Vidi  docentem  (crédite,  pofteri) 

"  Nympharque  difcentes,  et  aures 
"  Capripedum  Satyrorum  acutas. 

'  '  Fas  pervicaces  efl  mihi  Thyiadas, 
"  Vinique  fontem,  laélis  etuberes 
'  '  Cantare  rivos,  atque  truncis 
"  Lapfa  cavis  iterare  mella."  î 

'  '  Bacchus  I  faw  in  mountain  glades 

"  Retired  (believe  it,  after  years  !) 
"  Teaching  his  flrains  to  Diyad  maids, 

"  While  goat-hoof  d  Satyrs  prick'd  their  ears. 


*  P.  127. 

t  A  Raniblc  through  Normandy,  or  Scènes,  Charaders,  and  Incidents 
in  a  fketching  excurfion  tln-ough  Calvados,  liy  George  M.  Mufgrave, 
M. A.  :  I>ondon,  1855,  p.  360. 

î   Hor.  Cann.  II.  xix. 
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"  Yes,  I  may  fing  tlie  Thyiad  cievv, 

"  The  flream  of  wine,  the  sparkling  rills 

"That  run  with  milk,  and  honey-dew 
"That  from  the  hollow  trunk  diflils."  * 

Of  the  Tour  de  la  GrolTe  Horloge,  mention ed  by  Mrs. 
Macquoid  as  forming  a  flriking  objeél  on  the  way  to  the 
Cafl-le,  Mr.  Mufgrave  remarks,  that  it  is  "a  charming  city 
"  gâte,  much  in  the  flyle  of,  if  not  fuperior  to,  the  clock 
*'  gâte  of  Rouen — hemmed  in  by  'a  flem  round  tower  of 
"  '  other  days  '  on  one  hand,  and  by  pidturefque  ancien t 
"  houfes  on  the  other  ;  .  .  .  that  old  fubftantial  arch,  fur- 
"  mounted  now-a-days  by  a  flruélure  ninety  feet  high,  was 
"  mofl  probably  doing  good  fervice  hère  at  the  date  of  the 
"  third  Crufade  ;  and  vétérans  who  had  fought  at  Agincourt, 
"  and  conquered  at  Formigny,  may  hâve  waited  the  rifing 
"  of  its  portcullis."  f 

To  thefe  notices  of  the  town  and  fcenery  of  Vire,  there 
perhaps  defcrves  to  be  added,  as  a  fign  of  the  primitive 
fimplicity  that  flill  bleffes  and  adorns  the  place,  the  curious 
fa6l  that  of  many  of  the  inhabitants  the  faith  is  flill  flrong 
in  the  efficacy  of  "  the  Divining-Rod,"  when  ufed  for  the 
difcovery  of  fprings  or  fources  of  water  undcr  ground.  This 
procefs,  flill  reforted  to  in  fome  parts  of  Cornwall,  where  it 
is  known  by  the  name  of  "  deoufmg,"  may  bc  fairly  con- 
fidcred  one  of  the  lafl  vefliges  of  the  magie  art  which  havc 
furvived  till  our  own  times. 

"  Now  to  rivulets  from  the  moiintains 
"  Point  the  rods  of  fovtune-tellers  ; 
"  Voutli  perpétuai  dvvells  in  fountains, — 

"  Not  in  flaflvs,  and  cafks,  and  cellars."î 

*  Tlie  Odes  and  Carmen  Sa:culare  of  Horace  tranflatcd  into  Enij;lifli 
verfc,  l)y  Jolm  Conington,  M. A.  :   I^ondon,  1863.  t  P.  375. 

î  Poems  by  Heniy  Wadfworll)  Pongfellow  :  I.ondon,  1S67,  p.  90. 
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So  feem  to  hâve  thought,  in  former  days,  thofe 

"  Tavemers  who  mix  their  wine, 

"  And  their  drink  half-watered  sell  ; — * 

"  While  as  yet  the  cider's  new, 

'  '  There  are  folks  who  hâve  a  charm 
"  To  mix  water  in  the  brew, 

"  And  fo  work  us  monftrous  harm."  + 

The  magical  fecret  mufl  hâve  been  valuable  to  thofe 
difhonefl  men  ;  let  us  hope  that  fuch  evil  pra6lices  are  now 
more  rare  among  the  Hefperian  groves  and  golden  fruitage 
of  cider-yielding  Normandy  !  But  for  the  ufe,  at  Vire,  of 
the  divining-rod  for  the  purpofe  of  difcovering  water,  we  can 
vouch;  having,  in  1874,  feen  a  well  funk  there  on  the  faith 
of  fuch  rhabdologic  predidlion  ;  and, — "  Res  miranda 
populo  !" — water  a6lually  found.  The  citizen,  in  whofe 
garden  this  opération  took  place,  was  loud  in  his  praifes  of 
the  fkill  of  the  operator,  and  of  the  infallibility  of  the  fyftem. 

The  Château  of  Vire  was  deflined  to  witnefs  many  fcenes 
of  fanguinary  conflicTl,  not  only  during  the  occupation  of 
Normandy  by  the  Englifh,  141 7-1450,  (for  the  latter  part  of 
which  period  it  became  the  principal  flrong-place  and  head- 
quarters  of  our  countrymen  in  the  Bocage),  but  alfo  in  the 
dreadful  civil  war,  carried  on  in  the  facred  name  of  religion, 
which  arofe  in  the  following  century.  The  caflle  is  faid, — 
though  by  a  poet,  yet  by  one  who  was  alfo  a  native  of  A'ire, 
— to  hâve  undergone  thirty  affaults  ;  and  in  the  fliort  fpace 
of  fix  years,  in  the  lifetime  of  Jean  le  Houx,  the  town  was 
four  times  taken  and  pillaged  ; — in  May  1562,  by  Mont- 
gommery,  by  affault  ;  in  September  of  the  famé  year,  by  the 
Duc  d'Etampes,  by  affault  at  the  Porte  de  la  Groffe  Horloge, 
after  four  days  of  inceffant  fighting  ;  in  March  1563,  again 


*  Vau-de-Vire  xxi.     Firfl  Séries. 
•{•  Vau-de-Vire  ii.     Polinière  ]\IS. 
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by  affault  of  Montgommery  ;  and,  once  more,  by  furprife, 
in  September  1568.  It  is  a  lamentable  fa6l,  that  on  ail  of 
thofe  occafions  the  mofl  horrible  cruelties  were  pradlifed 
by  both  parties  alike  ;  nor  were  the  murders  and  rapine 
confmed  to  the  infuriated  foldiery.  Many  painful  anecdotes 
hâve  been  recorded,  by  De  Thou  and  Théodore  Beza,  of 
the  exceffes  committed  by  the  townfmen,  and  cven  by  the 
women.  The  peace  of  1570  reflored  a  brief  period  of 
tranquillity,  and  profperity  bêgan  to  revifit  the  affli6led 
town;  but  in  1584  a  frightful  pellilence  broke  out,  and 
nearly  ail  of  the  inliabitants  abandoned  their  homes  :  fo 
that  it  is  recorded  that  there  were  not  twenty  perfons  prefent 
on  Chriflmas  Eve  in  that  year  in  the  great  church.* 

But  the  interefl  which  attaches  to  the  town,  river,  and 
environs  of  Vire,  is  not  limited  to  the  lovelinefs  of  landfcape, 
the  quaint  antiquity  of  buildings,  or  the  animation  of  hif- 
torical  incident.  "  Vire,"  we  are  informed  by  a  mofl  com- 
pétent authority,  "  is  one  of  thofe  few  fmall  provincial  towns 
"  in  which,  from  the  fifteenth  century,  literary  purfuits  hâve 
"  never  flagged,  and  poetry,  in  particular,  bas  ever  been 
"  held  in  high  honour."  -J-  M.  Cazin  lias,  in  an  unpretend- 
ing  little  work,  given  a  lifl,  with  biographical  détails,  of 
more  than  fixty  natives  of  Vire,  more  or  lefs  diflinguiflied 
as  authors,  down  to  the  time  of  Caflel,  and  of  Chênedolle'  ; 
whofe  poetry,  more  remarkable  for  tendernefs  and  gcntlcnefs 
than  for  force  and  vigour,  is  commcnded  by  Sainte-Beuve 
as  being  fuU  of  rural  infpiration,  "  and  penetrated  by  a  fweet 
"  fragrance  of  the  Norman  meadows.  "  J 

The  Vaux-de-Vire  hâve  for  centuries  been  famcd  as  a 
cradie  of  charming  fong,  and  hâve  impreffed  their  name  not 

*  Armand  Gaflé,  Jean  le  Houx  et  le  Vau  iVi  Vire  à  la  fin  du  xvi<= 
Siècle:  Caen,  1874,  pp.  140-146.  f  //>/W.  p.  173. 

î  .Sainle-Iîcuve,  Notice  de  Chciiedollé,  prefixed  to  liis  \\  oiks  :  l'aris, 
1S64,  p.  xiv. 
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only  on  their  ovm  peculiar  clafs  of  convivial  verfes,  but  alfo, 
vvith  little  variation  of  title,  on  the  numerous  lively  and 
popular  compofitions  fo  vvidely  known  as  "  Vaudevilles." 
Such,  at  leall,  is  the  conclufion  at  wliich  the  greater  number 
of  the  moll  intelligent  and  learned  French  critics  appear  to 
hâve  arrived  ;  and  the  foundnefs  of  which  we  are  far  from 
defiring  to  queftion.  tVe  need  hardly  remark  that  the  Vau- 
deville, which  originally  was  a  "  popular  fong,  fet  to  a  fimple 
"  air,  with  words  ufually  relating  to  fome  flory  or  event  of 
"  the  day,"  and  which  afterwards  came  to  mean  a  fhort 
drama,  in  which  the  dialogues  are  interfperfed  with  flanzas 
or  fhort  fongs,  is  a  fpecies  of  compofition  in  which  French 
authors  hâve  always  excelled,  and  which  is  peculiarly 
adapted  to  difplay  the  lighter  and  more  élégant  grâces  of 
their  language. 

With  the  invention  of  the  fimple,  poetical  "Vau-de- 
"  Vire  "  of  olden  times,  there  has  long  been  illuflrioufly 
affociated  the  name  of  Olivier  Baffelin,  a  fuller  of  Vire,  of 
the  fifteenth  century  : — 

-"  the  poet's  memory  hère 

"  Of  the  landfcape  makes  a  part  ; 
'  '  Like  the  river,  fwift  and  ciear, 

'  '  P'iows  his  fong  through  many  a  heart  ; 
"  Haunting  ftill 
"That  ancient  mill 
"In  the  valley  of  the  Vire.  "  * 

What  is  known  of  the  hiflory  of  Olivier  Baffelin  refis  in 
great  meafure  on  tradition,  and  on  a  few  flight  notices  and 
allufions  gleaned  from  the  early  literature  of  his  country. 
He  appears  to  hâve  been  born  about  the  beginning  of  the 
fifteenth  century,  and  to  hâve  been  "  a  joUy  miller,"  whofe 
fuUing-mill  and  houfe  flood  "  faft  by  the  river  Vire,"  where, 

*  Poems  by  Henry  Wadfworth  Longfellow  :  London,  1867,  p.  411. 
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in  footh,  an  ancient  timber-built  dwelling  is  (lill  pointed  out 

as  having  been  his  : — 

"au  Vaudevire 
"  Ou  jadis  on  fouloit  les  belles  chanfons  dire 
"  D'Olivier  Baffelin."* 

He  was  well  known  as  a  boon  companion,  who  preferred 
good-fellowfhip  to  frugality,  and  fuffered,  accordingly,  in 
the  diforder  of  his  own  affairs  ;  often  chanting  fongs,  of  his 
own  compofmg,  in  praife  of  the  good  wine,  and  cider,  and 
fellowfhip,  which  he  loved  ;  llrenuoufly  refifling,  in  arms, 
with  a  band  of  comrades  of  his  own,  the  EngUfli  occupation 
of  his  country,  and  at  lafl  falling  a  vi6lim  to  his  patriotifm, 
perifhing  in  the  mémorable  battle  of  Formigny  in  1450, 
where  three  thoufand  feven  hundred  Englifh  are  faid  to  hâve 
been  left  on  the  field,  the  greater  part  of  their  baggage 
captured,  and  fourteen  hundred  prifoners  made,  among 
whom  was  the  (EngUfli)  Governor  of  Vire. 

An  old  French  poet,  Jehan  le  Chapelain,  mentions  the 
prevalence  in  Normandy  of  a  cuiloni,  that  a  guefl,  while 
partaking  of  his  holl's  hofpitality,  fliould  entertain  him,  in 
turn,  with  a  fong  or  taie  : — 

"  Ufaige  efl  en  Normandie 
"Que  qui  hébergiez  eft  qu'il  die 
"  Fable  ou  chanson  die  à  fou  ofle."  f 

Many  curious  fpecimens  of  thofe  ancient  Norman  fongs, 
of  various  dates,  hâve  been  preferved,  on  thèmes  of  love, 
war,  and  wine  ;  ufually  chivalrous,  often  very  patriotic,  fome- 
times  fcarcely  révèrent,  fuch  as  is  the  following  rather  free- 
booting  flrain,  probably  "  drawn  from  the  life,"  in  many  a 
tavern  of  the  time  : — 


*  Jean  Vauquelin,  Sieur  de  la  Frefnaye,  Q-luvres  Divcrfes  :  Caen, 
1872,  p.  Ixxvii. 

f  M.  Affelin,  Difcours  Prcliniinaire,  181 1,  \>\i.  xv.  xvi. 
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"  Gentilz  gallans,  compaignons  du  raifin, 
"  Beuuon  d'autant,  au  foir  et  au  matin, 

"  Jufqu'à  cent  folz, 
"Et  ho! 
'  '  A  noflre  hoftefle  ne  payeron  poindl  d'argent, 

"  Fors  ung  Credo! 

"Si  noflre  hoflefTe  nous  faifoit  adioumer, 
"  Nous  luy  diron  qu'il  faut  laifler  pafler 

"Quafimodo, 
"  Et  ho  ! 
"  A  noftre  hoftefie  ne  payeron  poindl  d'argent, 

"Fors  ung  Credo !"* 

Gentle  gallants,  of  the  grape  companions  born  ! 
Drink  we  out  our  bumpers,  ev'ry  eve  and  moni, 

To  a  hundred  fous. 

And  ho  ! 

To  our  hoftefs  we  no  reckoning  will  owe, 

But  a  Credo  ! 

Should  flie  fummon  us  for  payment  of  our  feaft, 
Tell  her  flie  mufl  fuffer  to  pafs  by,  at  leaft, 

Quafimodo, 
And  ho  ! 
To  our  hoftefs  we  no  reckoning  will  owe, 

But  a  Credo  ! 

Hère  are  two  others,  from  a  like  fource,  of  no  lefs 
fimplicity  in  flyle,  but  much  more  Arcadian  in  fpirit  : — 

'  '  Royne  des  fleurs,  la  fleur  du  Val  de  Vire, 
"  Quant  ie  vous  voye,  mon  cueur  ell  en  efmoy  ; 
"S'il  vous  plaifoit  faire  vn  amy  de  moy, 
"Vous  ofteriez  mon  cueur  hors  de  martire. 

'  '  Or,  me  baifez  encore  vn  coup,  m'amye, 
"  En  attendant  que  puiffiez  reuenir. 
"  De  loin  de  vous  ie  ne  puis  defpartir, 
"Tant  eft  de  vous  la  mienne  amour  rauye. 

*  A.  Gaftë,  Chanfons  Normandes  du  xv<^    Siècle  :  Caen,   1866,  p. 
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'  '  Belle,  de  vous  defpend  toute  ma  vye  ; 
"Quant  doUent  fuys,  m'y  donnez  guarifon, 
'  '  Et,  fi  captif,  me  ieclez  hors  prifon. 
"  Benoifl  le  iour  qu'oncques  vous  ay  choifie."  * 

O  queen  of  flowers,  flower  of  the  Val  de  Vire, 
Beholding  tliee,  what  fighs  my  bofom  move  ! 
Grant  me  the  grâce  to  be  thy  faithful  love, 

And  fave  my  heart  from  martyrdom  fevere. 

Now  once  more  only,  darling,  once  kifs  me, 
Until  again  in  happy  hour  we  meet. 
I  cannot  far  from  thee  reflrain  my  feet, 

So  wholly  is  my  foui  abforbed  in  thee. 

Fair  !  ail  my  life  dépends  ou  thee  alone. 

Cure  me  when  I  on  couch  of  ficknefs  lie  ; 

When  prifoned,  free  me  from  captivity  ; 
Bleft  be  the  day  I  cliofe  thee  for  mine  own  ! 

'  '  L'amour  de  moy  fi  eft  enclofe, 
"  Dedans  vng  ioly  iardinet, 
"  Ou  croift  la  rofe  et  le  muguet, 
"  Et  auffi  faiél  la  pafferofe. 

"  le  la  veis  l'aultre  iour  cueillant 
"  En  vng  verd  prè  la  viollette, 
'  '  Et  me  fembla  fi  aduenant 
"Et  de  beaultc  fi  très  parfaicT:e. 

"le  la  regarday  vne  pofe  : 
"  Elle  efloit  blanche  comme  vng  laidt, 
"  Et  doulce  comme  vng  aignelet, 
"  Vermeillette  comme  vne  rofe."  + 

A  garden's  bounds  my  love  enclofe, 
Within  a  litlle  jjleafance  fair  ; 

The  lily  of  the  valley,  rofe. 

And  hollyhock,  ail  bloffom  thcrc. 


*  Ciianfons  Normandes  :  C"acn,  i856,  ]i.  236. 
f  Ibid.  p.  40. 
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The  other  day  I  faw  her  cull 

The  violet  in  meadow  green  ; 
To  me  flie  feemed  of  fweetnefs  full, 

Of  perfedl  lovelinefs  the  queen. 

I  gazed  on  her  a  little  fpace, — 

Pure  white  as  mille  (lie  was  to  view  ; 

Lamb-like  in  gentlenefs  and  grâce  ; 
Her  blufli,  a  vermeil  rofe-bud's  hue  ! 

"  The  inliabitants  of  the  Bocage,"  fays  the  precife  and 
minute  M.  Seguin,  "  ufed  to  fmg  at  table,  the  mafler  or 
"  miftrefs  of  the  houfe  beginning,  and  each  of  the  guefls 
"  aftenvards  fmging  his  Vau-de-Vire  or  fong  ;  the  finger, 
"  refling  one  of  his  hands  on  the  table,  ofcen  took  his 
"  goblet  in  his  right  hand,  and  kept  it  raifed  when  he  cele- 
"  brated  the  excellences  of  the  wine."  * 

There  appears  to  be  no  ground  for  doubting  that,  in 
fuch  fimple  primitive  days,  Baffelin  compofed  fome  of  the 
earlieft  fongs  of  the  Vau-de-Vire  ; — improvifing  them,  fays 
one  of  their  poetical  hiflorians,  becaufe  he  had  not  learned 
to  Write  : — 

"  He  framed  the  ancient  drinking-lays, 

'  '  As  Vaux-de- Vire  fo  widely  known  ; 
'  '  And  taught  a  thoufand  charming  ways 

"  Of  finging  their  melodious  tone." 

\  "  Some  men,"  faid  Coleridge,  "  are  like  mufical  glaffes  ; 
"  to  produce  their  finefl  tones  you  niufl  kecp  them  wet." 
This  may  well  hâve  been  the  café  with  the  earlieft  coni- 
pofers  of  thofe  fongs  of  Vire  ;  many  of  whofe  lays  remind  us 
of  one,  the  acknowledged  mafler-piece  of  Maître  Adam 
Billaut,  the  famous  poetical  cabinet-niaker  of  Nevcrs,  who 
died  in  1662  :- — ■ 

*  Seguin,  Hiftoire  Arclitologiquc  des  IJccains  :  Vire,  1822,  p.  89. 
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"  Auflitôt  que  la  lumière 

"Vient  redorer  nos  coteaux, 
"  le  commence  ma  carrière 

"  Par  vifiter  mes  tonneaux. 

"  Ravi  de  voir  l'Aurore, 

"  Le  verre  en  main,  je  lui  dis, 
"  '  Vois-tu  donc  plus  chez  le  Maure, 
"  '  Que  fur  mon  nez,  de  rubis  ?  '  " 

Thofe  verfes,  llightly  altered,  are  given,  by  that  "  fellow 
"  of  infinité  fun,"  the  Rev.  Francis  Mahony,  in  a  note  to 
his  Reliques  of  Father  Front  ;  if  we  venture  thus  to  render 
them,  forgive  us,  O  vénérable  (hade  of  Water-grafs  Hill,* 
for  effaying  any  fuch  tafk  left  unaccompliflied  by  thee  ! 

Soon  as,  at  dawn,  our  vine-clad  hill 

In  golden  funfliine  bafks, 
My  labours  I  commence,  by  flill 

Revifiting  my  caflcs. 

I  bail  Aurora,  glafs  in  hand, 

And  afk  her,  '  '  Seefl  thou  fhine 
"  More  rubies  in  the  Moorifh  land 
"  Than  on  this  nofe  of  mine  ?  " 

It  is  alfo,  with  good  reafon,  believed  that  fome  of  thofe 
compofitions  of  Baffehn  and  others,  "  boon  cornpanions  of 
"  the  Vau  de  Vire  "  in  the  fifteenth  ccntury,  flill  remain  to 
us  ;  although  their  number  is  fmall,  their  flyle  rude,  and  their 

*  "  Sweet  upland  !  where,  like  hermit  old,  in  peace  fojourned 

"  This  priefl  de  vont  ; 
"Mark  where  beneath  thy  verdant  sod  lie  deep  inurncd 

"The  Ijones  of  Prout  ! 
"Nor  dock  with  monumental  flirine  or  tapcring  column 

"  Ilis  place  of  reft, 
"  Whofe  foui,  above  earth's  homage,  meek  yet  folemn, 

"Sits  'mid  the  bled." 

"  But  flill  my  Mufe,  for  (lie  the  fact  confcffes, 

"  Ilaunts  that  fwcel  hill,  renowned  for  water-creffes." 

Reliques  of  Father  Prciit,  pp.  28  and  131,  éd.  1860. 
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identification  difficult,  and  even,  to  fome  extent,  uncertain. 
But,  through  the  vaguenefs  of  ancient  tradition,  the  indis- 
tindlnefs  of  the  mifls  of  time,  and  alfo,  we  regret  to  hâve 
to  add,  the  want  of  due  leaming  and  care  on  the  part  of 
fucceflive  editors,  it  has,  curioufly  enough,  happened  that 
the  honefl  and  patriotic  miller  of  Vire  has  really  received 
for  his  poetical  effufions  far  greater  crédit  than  was  his  due  ; 
for  to  him  has  long  been  attributed  the  authorfhip  of  the 
large  colledlion  of  Vaux-de-Vire,  which  we  may  now  be 
faid  to  know  with  certainty  were  not  compofed  by  him  or 
any  of  his  companions,  but  were  the  work  of  another  hand, 
and  of  a  later  epoch. 

The  hiflory  of  Maiflre  Olivier  Baffelin,  and  of  thofe  later 
Vaux-de-Vire,  is  thus  briefly  given  in  a  work  of  confiderable 
refearch  and  great  ability,  of  which  the  firft.  édition  was 
pubhfhed  in  1765.  The  feventh  édition,  from  which  we 
quote,  was  printed  at  Caen  in  1789  : — 

"  Baffelin  (Olivier),  a  fuller  of  Vire,  in  Normandy,  com- 
"  pofed  many  drinking-fongs,  models  for  thofe  which  hâve 
"  fince  been  written,  and  to  which,  by  a  corruption,  has 
"  been  given  the  name  of  Vaudevilles.  As  that  Norman 
"  bard  fang  his  verfes  at  the  foot  of  a  hill  called  Les  Vaux, 
"  on  the  river  Vire,  they  received  the  name  of  Les  Vaux- 
"  de-Vire.  Thefe  fongs,  compofed  in  the  fifteenth  century, 
"  were  not  altogether  free  from  the  barbarifm  of  flyle  of 
"  that  period,  nor  from  the  ruflicity  of  their  author.  Jean 
"  Le  LLoiix  correcfled  them  in  the  following  century,  and 
'•  gave  them  the  form  in  which  we  now  fee  them."  * 

This  mifleading  flatement,  the  fource  of  long  fubfequent 
error,  was  adopted,  with  little  altération,  from  an  article  in 
the  Didlionnaire  de  Moreri,  faid  by  M.  Gaflé  to  hâve  been 

*  Nouveau   Dictionnaire   Hiflorique,  par  une  Société  de  Gens-de- 
Lettres  :  Caeu  et  Lyon,  1789,  z:  Bafielin. 
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written  by  the  Abbé  Beziers,  Canon  of  Bayeux,  who  is  fup- 
pofed  to  hâve  derived  his  information  from  his  correfpondent, 
Daniel  Polinière  of  Vire.  Polinière,  again,  may  either  hâve 
repeated  fome  vague  though  gênerai  impreffion  current 
among  his  fellow-townfmen,  or  may,  perhaps,  hâve  adopted 
the  erroneous  flatement,  to  a  fimilar  effedl,  of  Lecocq, 
"  Lieutenant-particulier  au  bailliage  de  Vire,"  in  his  "  Me'- 
"  moires  pour  fervir  a  l'hilloire  de  la  ville  de  Vire,"  a  MS. 
in  the  Library  of  the  Arfenal  at  Paris,  of  which  a  copy  is 
preferved  in  the  Public  Library  at  Vire.* 

Had  Jean  Le  Houx,  whofe  name  now  begins  to  appear 
in  the  literary  hiflory  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  done  nothing 
more  than  preferve,  by  publication,  the  works  of  the  earlier 
poet,  his  humble  but  renowned  townfman, — even  at  the  coft 
of  "freeing  them  from  their  barbarifm  of  flyle  and  their 
"  ruflicity," — he  would  hâve  merited  our  gratitude.  But  his 
famé  relis  on  a  broader  and  firmer  bafis  than  this  ;  and  we 
hâve  now  to  recount  hovv  it  has  been  at  lafl  eflablifhed, 
that,  inflead  of  being  merely  the  fofler-parent  of  compofi- 
tions  by  Baffelin,  he  was,  beyond  ail  doubt,  himfelf  the 
author  of  thofe  famous  fongs. 

Maiflre  Jean  Le  Houx,  Advocate,  of  Vire,  as  we  learn 
from  the  acute  and  induflrious  refearches  of  M.  Armand 
Gaflé,  was  the  fécond  fon  of  François  Le  Houx,  who  in 
1562  occupied,  with  his  brother  Jean,  a  houfe  in  the  Rue 
aux  Fèvres,  at  Vire  ;  and  who  appears  to  hâve  died  between 
iith  March  1584  and  çth  January  1586.  The  exadl  date 
of  the  birth  of  our  "  Maiflre  J  ean  "  is  unknown  ;  but  may  be 
concluded,  from  a  comparifon  of  fome  other  dates,  recorded 
in  the  public  regiflers  of  his  native  town,  with  various 
allufions  in  his  poems,  to  hâve  been  fomcwhere  about  1545 
or  1546.     Prcvious  to  1592,  (the  exacfl  ycar  is  unknown), 

"   A,  (iaPa-,  Jean  le  lIou.\,  p.  24,  Nnlc. 
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lie  married  Mademoifelle  Criquet,  fifler  of  M.  Jean  Criquet, 
Licentiate  in  law,  Affeffor  at  Vire,  Sieur  de  la  Guerillonière. 
In  1606,  he  married  again  ;  the  name  of  his  fécond  wife 
was  Jeanne,  daughter  of  Jean  Levieil,  then  deceafed.  By 
his  firfl  marriage,  he  appears  to  hâve  had  two  daughters  ; 
by  his  fécond,  one  fon  who  died  in  infancy,  and  three 
daughters.  And  in  1616, — about  the  middle  of  the  year, 
but  the  exa6l  day  is  unknown, — he  died  ;  at  the  good  âge 
of  thofe  threefcore  and  ten  years,  which  eut  the  thread  of 
fo  many  a  "  thin-fpun  life." 

Jean  Le  Houx  was  interred,  with  ail  due  révérence  and 
folemnity, — "  with  candie,  with  book,  and  with  bell," — in 
the  grand  old  church  of  Notre  Dame  at  Vire,  A  long 
epitaph  in  verfe  was  written  by  his  friend  Sonnet  de  Courval, 
panegyrifing  him  in  ternis  of  the  warmefl  admiration  ;  and, 
although  better  tafle  would  doubtlefs  hâve  fomewhat 
chaflened  the  extravagance  of  its  imagery  and  di6lion,  it  is 
worth  preferving  hère,  for  the  affecflionate  fulnefs  of  its 
praife. 

TOMBEAV  DE  M.  Jean  Le  Hovx, 
Advocat  a  Vire. 
Stances. 
"  Paffager  viateur,  qui  vifite  ce  Temple, 
'  '  Arrefte  vn  peu  tes  pas,  et  de  grâce  contemple 
*'  Ce  Tombeau,  dans  lequel  gifl  le  docte  le  Hovx, 
"  Hovx  toufiours  verdoyant  en  vertus  immortelles, 
"  En  cent  perfections  admirablement  belles, 
"Qui  le  faifoient  paroiftre  un  Soleil  entre  nous. 

"Il  fut  Peintre  excellent,  et  tres-fcauant  Poëte, 

"Très  difert  Aduocat  :  mais  fon  Efprit  celefle 

'  '  Detefloit  du  Barreau  la  chicane  et  le  bruit, 

"  Peu  fortable  a  vne  ame  extrêmement  pieufe, 

"  Comme  la  fienne  eftoit,  fe  monflrant  peu  foigneufe 

"  D'exercer  fon  Eflat  qui  les  plus  fins  fcduit. 

"Si  quelquefois  contraint,  il  plaidoit  au  Barreaii, 
"C'elloit  un  Ciceron  ;  \n  i\pel!e  au  pinceau. 
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*'  En  Latine  Poëfie  un  Maron  tres-habile, 
"  Et  pour  les  Vers  François  Ronfard  il  égaloit  ; 
"De  forte  que  luy  feul  tout  l'honneur  il  auoit, 
"  De  Ronfard,  Ciceron,  d'Apelle,  et  de  Virgile. 

"  PafTant,  va  t'en  en  paix,  et  n'efperes  apprendre 

"  D'autres  fiennes  vertus,  que  l'on  ne  peut  comprendre. 

"  Sur  ce  plan  raccourcy,  remarque  feulement 

"  Que  le  dodle  le  Hovx,  Poëte,  Orateur,  et  Peintre, 

"  Efl  gifant  en  ce  lieu,  qui  fait  enfemble  plaindre, 

"  Les  Arts,  Themis,  Pamaffe,  auprès  fon  monument."  * 

EPITAPH  ON  M.  Jean  Le  Houx, 

Advocate  AT  Vire. 

Stranger,  who  vifiteft  this  facred  fane, 
Thy  paffing  footfleps  for  a  while  reftrain  : 
This  tomb  contemplate,  wherein  lies  Le  Houx, 
A  HoLLY,  ever-green  in  virtues  new. 
A  hundred  high  perfections  he  pofleffed, 
Which  made  him  Ihine,  a  Sun  among  the  refl. 

A  Ikilful  Painter,  Poet  mofl  refined, 
Learned  Advocate  :  but  his  celeflial  mind 
Hated  the  Bar's  chicanery  and  rout, 
Unfuited  to  a  fpirit  mofl  devout, 
Such  as  was  his  :  he  pracflifed  with  fmall  zefl 
His  calling,  oft  feduclive  to  the  beft. 

Ile  was,  when  forced  to  take  forenfic  part, 
A  Cicero  :  Apelles  in  his  art  ; 
In  Latin  verfe,  a  new  Virgilian  bard  ; 
And  in  French  poetry,  a  true  Ronfard. 
So  that  to  him  a  four-fold  honour  came  : — 
Ronfard's,  Apelles',  Tully's,  Maro's  famé. 

Stranger,  départ  in  peace  ;  nor  feek,  in  tuin, 
His  other  virtues  infinité  to  leam. 
And  from  tliis  brief,  faint  outline,  only  know 
That  crudité  Le  Houx  lies  hère  below. 
Arts,  Mufes,  Themis,  by  tliis  monument. 
An  Artift,  Poet,  Orator,  Liment. 

*  Satyres  de  Sonnet  de  Courval,  1622,  p.  342  ;  and  A.  Gaflc,  Jean 
Le  Huux,  pp.  208,  209. 
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How  do  thofe  laudatory,  but  fomewhat  pompous  and 
laboured  lines  of  De  Courval  contrafl  with  the  fimple  and 
homely  "  Wifli  "  of  the  poet  of  the  Vau-de-Vire  himfelf  ; — 

"  On  my  tomb  let  this  epitaph  appear  : — 

"  '  Hère  lies  one  who  in  wine  did  much  delight  ; 

"  '  One  greatly  moumed  by  tavemers  of  Vire  !  '  "  * 

About  the  year  1570,  Jean  Le  Houxis  believed  to  hâve 
prepared  for  the  prefs  the  firft  édition  of  Le  Liure  des 
Chants  Nouueaux  de  Vau-de-Vire  ;  of  which  Editio 
Princeps, — the  only  one  pubUfhed  in  its  author's  hfetime, — 
not  a  fmgle  copy  is  known  to  hâve  furvived  to  the  prefent 
day.  This  has  been  explained  by  fome,  on  the  ground  of 
the  popularity  and  rapid  difperfion  of  the  little  volume,  and 
its  "  wear  and  tear  "  in  the  houfes,  hands,  and  pockets,  (or 
rather  girdles),  of  the  former  poffeffors  of  copies  ;  but  other 
circumflances,  pecuUar  to  the  time  when  Le  Houx  Hved, 
perhaps  contributed  more  direélly  to  the  annihilation  of  at 
ail  events  a  large  part  of  the  impreffion. 

An  âge,  when  religious  animofity  ran  furioufly  high,  was 
peculiarly  inaufpicious  for  the  firfl  appearance  of  a  colle6lion 
of  fongs,  which,  however  great  the  modefly  of  their  ftrains, 
however  undoubted  the  piety  of  their  author,  were  avowedly 
of  a  very  feflal  and  cheerful  fort  ;  and,  as  fuch,  were  viewed 
by  narrow-minded  bigots  among  the  clergy,  Romanifl  and 
Reformed  alike,  as  fraught  with  poffible  péril  to  the  fouis 
of  their  refpeélive  flocks.  The  fongs, — "  the  poor  Vaux- 
de-Vire," — were  cenfured,  their  author  was  maligned,  and 
refufed  abfolution  by  the  priefls  ;  and  that  ecclefiaflical 
fligma  was  not  removed  till  after  long  contention,  and  a 
pilgrimage  to  Rome,  performed  by  the  poet,  and  from 
which  he  derived  the  furname  of  "  Le  Romain."  No 
Papal   refcript,  however,  feems   to    hâve  reflored  the   un- 

*  Vau-de-Vire  xl.     Fiiil  Séries. 
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offending  Chants  du  Vau-de-Vire  themfelves,  with  their 
"  fniifique  celejîe"  to  ecclefiaflical  communion  :  and,  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life,  their  author  and  his  friends  contented 
themfelves  with  circulating  thofe  harmlefs  fongs  only  in 
manufcript,  or  with  fmging  them, — "  in  innocent  harmony," 
— at  their  feflive  meetings.     Honi  foit  qui  mal  y  pcîifc. 

Le  Houx,  however,  although  thus  to  fome  extent  com- 
plying  with  the  requirements  of  his  fpiritual  critics,  did  not 
ceafe,  after  his  retum  from  Rome,  to  cultivate  his  Ana- 
creontic  Mufe  ;  he  added  confiderably  to  the  number  of  his 
Vaux-de-Vire,  of  which  he  formed,  in  manufcript,  a  fécond 
"Recueil  ;"  though  never  venturing,  by  a  frefh  publication, 
again  to  provoke  a  confliél  with  thofe  "  crabbed  cenfors  " 
and  "fublime  wifeacres."  His  naturally  mild  and  pious 
difpofition,  and  the  gravity  of  his  advancing  years,  led  him, 
indeed,  after  his  Roman  journey,  rather  to  conciliate  and 
difarm  the  ^vrath  of  the  angry  priefls.  Befides  altering, — 
not  always  for  the  better, — fome  of  the  expreffions  in  his 
earlier  Vaux-de-Vire,  to  which  objection  had,  however 
unfoundedly,  been  made,  he  gradually  turned  his  pen,  from 
tlie  compofition  of  drinking-fongs,  to  the  more  devotional 
purpose  of  inditing  "  Noels,"  or  fpiritual  canticles  on  the 
Nativity  of  our  Lord. 

Above  ail, — and,  doubtlefs,  more  than  ail  welcome  to 
Mother  Church,  as  a  fubflantial  proof  of  increafmg  and 
ripening  grâce, — in  1613  he  gave  to  the  mofl  ancicnt 
fraternity  of  the  moft  Holy  Trinity,  and  of  the  Paflion  of 
our  Lord  Jefus  Chrifl,  ferved  in  the  i)arochial  church  of 
Notre  Dame  of  Vire,  certain  annual-rents  iffuing  from  two 
houfes  in  the  Rue  de  Fontaine  and  the  Rue  de  la  Poiffoncric, 
for  cight  low  maffcs  of  Rrquirin  to  bc  said  cacli  ycar  for 
tlic  fouis  of  eight  ])Oor  inhabitanls  of  Vire,  dying  wilhin 
tlic  ycar,  wliofe  relatives  fhould  bc  unablc  to  pay  for 
maffes  for  thcm  :  and,  in  the  famé  ycar,  ho  increafcd  a  Ix.-ne- 
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fadlion  to  the  fraternity  of  the  Holy  Name  of  Jefus,  ferved 
in  the  famé  church,  originally  founded  by  his  father  and 
uncle  :  in  return  for  which,  the  fraternity  engaged  to  add 
to  the  refl  of  the  fervice  an  "  antienne,"  with  refponfes  to 
the  Virgin,  before  her  image  and  the  high  altar  of  the  choir. 
Arrangements,  in  the  contemplation  of  his  approaching 
end,  doubtlefs  more  edifying  to  "  the  fraternity,"  than  thofe 
devifed  by  old  George  Dunbar,  the  Scottifh  "  makar  "  of 
the  fifteenth  and  fixteenth  century,  for  his  brother  poet, 
Maifler  Andro  Kennedy  : — 

"  Nunc  condo  teflamentum  meum, 
"  I  leiff  my  fauU  for  evermair, 
"Per  omnipotentem  Deum, 

"In  to  my  Lordis  wyne  cellair ; 
'  '  Semper  ibi  ad  remanendum 

"  Quhill  domifday,  withoiit  diffever, 
"  Bonum  vinum  ad  bibendum 

"With  fueitt  Cuthbert  that  luffit  me  never. 

'  '  I  will  na  Prieftis  for  me  fing, 

"  Dies  illa,  dies  iroe  ; 
'  '  Na  yit  na  bellis  for  me  ring, 

"  Sicut  femper  folet  fieri  ; 
'  '  Bot  a  bag  pij^e  to  play  a  fpryng, 

'  '  Et  unum  ail  wofp  ante  me  ; 
"  In  ftayd  of  baneris  for  to  briiig 

"Quatuor  lagcnas  cervifiœ."  * 

But  ail  this  undlion  and  faintly  odour  of  the  clofmg 
fcenes  of  our  Jean  Le  Houx's  life,  as  contrafled  with  the 
fpiritual  warfare  in  which  many  of  his  earlier  years  had 
been  paffed,  rather  recall  fome  lines  of  JVIatthew  Prior's 
well-known  and  very  witty  ballad  of  "  The  Thief  and  the 
"  Cordelier  ;"  in  which,  fpeaking  of  a  certain  dread  tribunal 
of  the  law,  very  unpopular  with  thofe  fummoned  to  undergo 
its  doom,  the  poet  fays  : — 

'''  Tlie  poems    of  William    Dunbar,   now  firft    collected,   by  David 
Laing  :  Edin1>urgl],  1834,  vol.  i.  pp.  137-141. 
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"A  Norman,  though  late,  was  obliged  to  appear  ; 
"  And  who  to  aflift,  but  a  grave  Cordelier  ? 

"  If  the  money  you  promifed  be  lirought  to  the  cheft, 
**  You  hâve  only  to  die  ;  let  the  Church  do  the  refl  ! 
"Deny  do\vn,  down,  hey  derry  down." 

The  "  extremely  pious  "  foui  of  Jean  Le  Houx  would 
hardly  hâve  been  fatisfied  with  the  too  Epicurean  dirge, — 
otherwife  fo  tender  and  touching, — of  the  Aflronomer-Poet 
of  Naifhapur,  of  the  eleventh  and  twelfth  century  : — 

"Ah,  with  the  grape  my  fading  life  provide, 
'  '  And  wafh  the  body  whence  the  life  has  died, 
"  And  lay  me,  fhrouded  in  the  Hving  leaf, 
"  By  fome  not  unfrequented  garden-fide. 

'  '  That  e'en  my  buried  aflies  fuch  a  fnare 
"  Of  vintage  fliall  fling  up  into  the  air, 
'  '  As  not  a  true  believer  paffing  by 
"But  (hall  be  overtaken  unaware. 

"  Indeed  the  idols  I  hâve  loved  fo  long 

"  Hâve  done  my  crédit  in  men's  eyc  much  wrong  : 

'  '  Hâve  drowned  my  glory  in  a  rtiallow  cuii, 
"  And  fold  my  réputation  for  a  fong. 

"And,  much  as  wine  has  played  the  infidel, 
"And  robbed  me  of  my  robe  of  honour, — WcU, 

"  I  wonder  often  what  the  vintners  buy 
"One  half  fo  prccious  as  the  fluff  they  fell. 

"  Yon  rifing  moon  that  looks  for  us  again, — 
"  How  oft  hereafler  will  (lie  wax  and  wane  ; 
"  How  oft,  hereafter,  rifing,  look  for  us 
"  Through  this  famé  garden, — and  for  o;il-  in  vain  ! 

"And  when  like  lier,  O  Saki,  you  fliall  pafs 
"  Among  the  guefts  (lar-fcattered  on  the  grafs, 

"  And  in  your  blifsful  errand  reach  the  fpot 
"  Where  I  made  One, — turn  down  an  empty  glafs  !  "  * 

*  Rubâiyat  of  Omar    Kliayyàni,    the    ARronomer-Poct    of   Pcrfia. 
Kendered  into  Englifli  verfe.      London,  1872,  pp.  24,  25,  27. 
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In   1669,  being  a  century  after  the  fuppofed  date  of 
their  firfl  publication,  the  Vaux-de-Vire  were  reprinted,  at 
Vire,  by  Jean  de  Cefne,  of  whofe  typography  fome  other 
fpecimens  are  preferved  in  the  Pubhc  Library  of  that  town. 
The  Httle  volume  itfelf — a  very  fmall  and  thin  one  in  1 6mo, 
printed  on  coarfe  paper  further  embrowned    by  time,  is 
without  date  ;  its  title  is — "  Le  liure  des  Chants  nouueaux 
"  de  Vau  de  Vire,  corrigé  et  augmenté  oultre  la  précédente 
"  impreffion.     A  Vire,  chez  Jean  de  Cefne,  imprimeur  et 
"  libraire."     Of  this  very  interefling  little  édition  only  two 
copies  are  known  to  hâve  furvived  to  our  own  times  ;  and  at 
prefent,  owing  to  the  myflerious  difappearance  of  one  of  thofe 
two,  we  can  only  venture  to  affert  that  one  folitary  copy  at 
prefent  remains.     That,  fortunately,  is  in  excellent  preferva- 
tion,   in  fafe  keeping  in  the  "  Referve  "   of  the  National 
Library  at  Paris,  where  it  is  with  great  courtefy  made  avail- 
able  for  the  infpedlion  of  ail  who  may  feel  an  interefl  in  the 
fubjedl.      It    is   a   volume   interefling   in   more    than   one 
refpe6l,  having  belonged  to  the  celebrated  Huet,  Bifhop  of 
Avranches,  whofe  book-plate  it  bears,  with  arms  flamped  in 
gilding  on  the  fides.     On  the  title-page  is  infcribed  "  Domus 
"  Profefs.  Paris.  Societ.  Jefu,"  in  which  eflablifhment  Huet 
paffed  many  of  the  lafl  years  of  his  life,  and  to  which  he 
bequeathed  his  library.     Beneath  the  imprint  is  pafled  a 
printed  notice  : — 

"Ne  extra  hanc  Bil)Iiotliecam  efferatur, 
"Ex  obe  :  " 

but  the  "  Obedientia  "  remains  incomplète,  and  the  rule  of 
the  Jefuits  has  been  tranfgreffed  ! 

The  hiflory  of  the  (now  miffing)  duplicate  copy  of  the 
édition  of  Jean  De  Cefne,  fo  far  as  we  hâve  been  able  to 
afcertain,  is,  that  in  18 10  it  was  purchafed,  at  the  fale  of 
the  library  of  M.   By,  by  M.   Flaust,   the  mayor  of  Saint- 
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Sever,  near  Vire  :  that  afterwards  it  came  into  the  poiïeffion 
of  the  late  M.  Le  Normand,  a  médical  gentleman  of  Caen, 
eminent,  \ve  believe,  as  a  botanifl,  who  died  a  few  years 
ago  ;  fmce  which  event,  the  melancholy  reply  of  the  learaed 
librarian  of  the  Public  Library  at  Caen  to  an  inquiry  which 
we  made  as  to  the  fate  of  the  ^'littel  boke,"  was, — "On  n'a 
"  pu  le  retrouver."  But  as  it  was  once  erroneoufly  fup- 
pofed  that  the  copy  belonging  to  the  Library  at  Paris  had 
difappeared,  and  that  the  copy  then  preferved  in  Normandy 
was  unique,  let  us  hope  that  the  Norman  copy  may  like- 
wife  re-appear  among  the  book-treafures  of  that  country, 
where  it  would  be  fo  highly  venerated,  and  where  its 
abfence  is  much  deplored. 

M.  Dubois,  again,  attributes  to  the  harihnefs  of  the 
clérical  party  the  fupreffion  of  mofl  of  the  copies  of  that 
fécond  édition  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  : — "  There  is  reafon  to 
"  beUeve,"  fays  he,  "  that  De  Cefne,  who  was  employed  as 
"  a  printer  by  the  miffionaries  of  the  village  of  Fiers,  in 
"  order  to  obtain  their  favour,  facrificed  at  their  defire  his 
"  whole  édition  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  ;  a  very  fmall  number 
"  of  copies,  now  reduced  to  only  one  known  to  exift,  hav- 
"  ing  efcaped."  *  M.  Dubois  wrote  in  1820,  while  under 
a  mifapprehenfion  to  which  we  hâve  jufl  referred,  and 
which  he  afterwards  corre<5led,  as  to  the  difappearance  of 
the  Parifian  copy.  But,  even  without  reforting  to  fuch  an 
extraordinary  caufe  as  clérical  hatred  to  account  for  the 
facl,  the  difappearance  of  whole  éditions  of  popular 
Works  is  far  from  being  unexampled  in  bibliographical 
hiftory.  Of  this  a  flriking  inRance,  mentioned  in  Beloe's 
"  Anecdotes  of  Literature,"  and  referred  to  by  Hallam,  oc- 
curred  in  the  café  of  "The  Paradife  of  Dainty  Devices,"  a 

*   Vaux-dc-Vire  crOlivicr  Baffeliti,  par  M.  Louis   Du    Bois:  Cnen, 
1821,  p.  26'y 


INTRODUCTION. 


coUecflion  of  minor  Englifti  poems,  printed  at  a  time  nearly 
coeval  with  the  first  édition  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  the  firfl 
édition  having  appeared  in  1576.  Of  that  volume  it  is 
faid,  that  although  no  fewer  than  eight  éditions  were 
publifhed,  not  more  than  fix  copies  remained  to  our  own 
time.  * 

The  rarity  and  importance  of  M.  Flauft's  acquifition 
were  fuUy  appreciated  by  the  intelligent  and  loyal  fellow- 
townfmen  of  Baffelin  and  Le  Houx  ;  and,  with  mofl  laud- 
able  zeal  and  alacrity,  and  a  fine  fpirit  of  the  bibliomania, 
ten  gentlemen  of  Vire  contributed  to  bear  the  expenfe  of 
privately  printing, — not  publifhing  for  fale, — a  new  édition 
of  the  Chants  Nouveaux  du  Vau-de-Vire.  The  names  of 
thofe  worthy  inhabitants  of  Vire,  who,  while  their  country 
was  engaged  in  a  long  and  arduous  war,  thus  folaced  their 
leifure  with  the  peaceful  culture  of  native  literature,  are 
given  on  the  reverfe  of  the  title-page  of  the  édition  which 
they  thus  fo  liberally  fupplied,  and  which,  as  Charles  Nodier 
has  remarked,  has  long  fmce  become  a  rare  book.  f  AU 
praife  to  the  names,  ever-green  in  Vire,  of  MM.  Affelin,  De 
Corday,  De  Cheux  de  Saint-Clair,  Defrotours  de  Chaulieu, 
Dubourg  d'Ifigny,  Flaufl,  Huillard  d'Aignaux,  Lanon  de  la 
Renaudière,  Le  Normand,  and  Robillard  : — 

'  '  In  Heaven 

"  Be  given, 

"  Good  fouis,  to  your  fpirits  repofe  !  "  î 

The  volume  was  printed  at  Avranches,  on  paper  of 
various  fizes    and   forts,  manufactured  at  Vire  ;    and   the 

*  Beloe's  Anecdotes  of  Literature,  vol.  v.  ;  and  Hallam,  Literature 
of  the  Middle  Ages,  1839,  vol.  ii.  p.  302. 

t  Defcription  Raifonnée  d'une  jolie  CoUedlion  de  Livres  (nouveaux 
mélanges  tirés  d'une  petite  Bibliothèque),  par  Charles  Nodier  :  Paris, 
1844,  p.  211.  î  Vau-de-Vire  xvii.     Firft  Séries. 
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editorfhip  was  confided  to  M.  Affelin,  fous-prefet  of  Vire, 
who  lofl  no  time  in  fulfilling  his  miflion.  In  i8i  i,  the  new 
édition  appeared  ;  the  impreffion  being  limited  to  148 
copies.* 

Befides  the  copy  of  Jean  De  Cefne's  édition,  M.  Affelin 
had  the  privilège  of  being  enabled  to  ufe  a  MS.  of  the 
Vaux-de-Vire  of  great  interefl  and  importance,  which,  in 
the  clofe  of  lafl  century,  came  into  the  poffeffion  of  M. 
Polinière,  a  phyfician  of  Vire,  and  which  has  fmce  been 
kno^vn  as  the  Polinière  MS.  This  MS.  appears  to 
be  of  the  time,  though  not  wTitten  by  the  hand,  of  Jean 
Le  Houx  :  it  is  on  paper,  in  the  original  limp  parchment 
cover,  fix  inches  in  height,  by  four  and  a  half  in  width,  and 
confiils  of  ninety-four  leaves,  clofely  written  on  both  fides, 
befides  two  in  the  middle,  which  are  blank  ;  it  contains  two 
"  Recueils  "  of  tlie  fongs,  one  confilling  of  ninety-one,  and 
the  other  of  twenty-five,  of  which  number,  four  are 
twice  repcated.  It  is  written  by  two  différent  fcribcs,  wliofe 
names  occur  fometimes  in  its  pages, — viz.  Jean  Forée  and 
Michel  Le  Pelletier.  Both  werc  intimate  friends  of  Le 
Houx  ;  the  former  is  fuppofed  to  hâve  been  the  author  of 
the  verfes  "  A  l'Autheur,  fur  fon  Livre,"  figned  I.  P.  V., 
(Jean  Pore'e,  Virois),  prefixed  to  the  Firft  Séries  of  the  Vaux- 
de-Vire.      In  Oélober   1874,  having  learned  through  the 
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kind  offices  of  M.  Gaflé,  that  this  very  curious  and  valuable 
MS.  was  for  fale  at  Caen,  we  willingly  became  its  pofleffor. 

Witli  fuch  materials,  and  his  own  other  excellent  oppor- 
tunities  of  local  inquiry  and  refearch,  it  was  to  hâve  been 
expe6led  that  the  volume  thus  edited  by  M.  Affelin  would 
include  both  an  accurate  and  reliable  reprodu6lion  of  the 
text,  and  alfo  a  careful  examination  of  the  queflion  of  the 
authorfhip  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire.  M.  Affelin's  abilities  are 
faid  to  hâve  been  confiderable,  and  his  induflry  praife- 
worthy  ;  his  zeal  was  unqueftionable,  and  his  good  faith 
beyond  a  doubt.  Yet  it  niuft.  be  admitted  that  the  flandard 
of  his  conception  of  the  duties  and  refponfibilitics  of  an 
editor  was  far  from  being  a  high  one  ;  that  he  betrayed 
great  inability  to  fift  and  examine  évidence,  as  well  as  to 
fhake  off  inveterate  prepofleffion  and  error  ;  and  thus  it 
happened  that  his  labours,  however  well  intended,  had 
the  efïeél  of  prolonging  for  half  a  century  an  entire  mifcon- 
ception  as  to  the  true  authorfhip  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  ;  M. 
Affelin  boldly  giving  to  the  world  his  volume  as  "  Les  Vaii- 
"  dan'rcs,  Poéfies  du  i^""-'  Siècle,  par  Olivier  BaffclinT 

M.  Richard  Seguin,  the  author  of  three  fmall  but  com- 
prehenfive  volumes  of  the  hiflory  of  the  Norman  Bocage, 
takes  to  himfelf  the  crédit  of  having  been  the  firfl.  to  make 
thefe  poems  known  in  modem  times,  after  they  had  long 
remained  forgotten.  He  printed,  at  Vire,  eleven  of  them  in 
his  "  Hifloire  de  l'Induflrie  du  Bocage,"  in  iSio  ;  one  more, 
(compounded  of  two),  in  his  '"Hifloire  Militaire  des  Bocains," 
in  1816  •  and  fixty-two  more  in  his  "  Hifloire  Archéologique 
'■  des  Bocains,"  in  1822  ;  the  whole  number  of  feventy-four, 
or  rather  feventy-five,  forming,  he  fays,  the  complète  and 
original  collection  of  the  poems.  Of  that  number,  he 
attributes  the  firfl  fixty-eight  to  Olivier  Baffelin,  and  the 
remaining  feven  to  Jean  Le  Houx,  whom  he  calls  the  con- 
temporary  and  editor  of  Baffelin. 
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As  M.  Affelin's  édition  was  printed  and  circulated  at 
Vire  in  1811,  it  would  hâve  been  well  if  M.  Seguin  had 
not  made  quite  fo  extenfive  a  claim,  and  had  alfo  given 
more  full  explanations  as  to  the  fource  from  which  he 
derived  the  poems,  thus  difperfed  in  his  volumes  in  fo  frag- 
mentary  a  manner  ;  their  publication  extending  over  a  fpace 
of  twelve  years.  A  lefs  convenient  forrri  of  pofTeffing  or 
ufing  "  the  complète  and  original  coUedlion  of  the  works  of 
"  that  illuftrious  poet,"  could  hardly  hâve  been  devifed. 

M.  De  La  Renaudière,  M.  Charles  Nodier,  and  M. 
Pluquet,  ail  appear  to  hâve  entertained  the  proje(fl  of  pre-- 
paring  an  annotated  édition  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire.  But  they 
ultimately  made  over  the  tafk  to  M,  Louis  Du  Bois  ;  who,  in 
1821,  pubhflied  his  "Vaux-de-Vire  d'Olivier  Baffelin,  Poëte 
"  Normand  de  la  fin  du  XV«  Siècle,"  together  with  a  "Choix 
"  de  Chanfons  Normandes,  tire'es  d'un  Manufcrit  du  milieu 
"  du  XV«  Siècle;  "  and,  laftly,  a  "  Choix  de  Vaux-de-Vire  de 
"  Le  Houx."  M.  Du  Bois  affigned  fixty-tw^o  of  the  Vaux-de- 
Vire  printed  by  him,  to  Baffelin,  and  twelve  to  Le  Houx  ; 
and  he  beftowed  a  good  deal  of  labour  on  fome  differtations 
which,  with  many  ufeful  notes  and  varions  readings,  he 
added  to  the  text.  But  he  too  implicitly  followed  the 
guidance  of  M.  Affelin,  his  predeceffor  ;  his  feleclion  of 
Norman  fongs  from  the  rich  MS.  of  Bayeux  was  hurriedly 
and  imperfecflly  made  ;  and  numerous  errors,  together  with 
the  difadvantage  of  a  heavy  and  too  fcholaflic  ftyle,  detraéled 
from  the  merits  of  what  would  otherwife  hâve  been  an 
élégant  and  attractive  volume. 

M.  Du  Bois'  édition  of  1821  having  become  exhaufled, 
another  was  publiflied,  in  1833,  at  St.  Lo,  in  Normandy, 
under  the  editorial  carc  of  M.  Julien  Travers  ;  who  fays,  that 
he  was  furrounded  by  evcry  fort  of  fource  from  which  he 
could  draw  materials  for  his  work.  Yet  he  ufcs,  "  pour 
"  BaffcHn,"  as  hc  terms  it,  the  text  of  181 1  ;  mentions  that 
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chance  procured  for  him  the  Vaux-de-Vire  of  Le  Houx,  in 
June  1832,  while  he  was  preparing  his  édition  of  Baffelin; 
and,  while  he  affigns  to  BalïeHn  fixty-two  fongs,  he  prints 
fifty-three  others  under  the  name  of  Jean  Le  Houx.  It  is 
fmgular  enough  that  the  learned  M.  Travers,  verfed  as  he  is 
in  the  hiflory  of  French,  and  efpecially  of  Norman  poetry, 
fhould  not  only  hâve  fallen  into  the  famé  fnare  as  MM. 
Affehn,  Seguin,  and  Du  Bois,  but  fhould  alfo  hâve  inverted 
the  order  of  chronology,  by  placing  the  Vaux-de-Vire  of  Le 
Houx  firft.,  and  thofe  which  he  affigned  to  BafTelin  fécond, 
in  his  little  volume. 

M.  Travers'  admiration  of  the  old  Vaux-de-Vire  went  fo 
far,  as  to  lead  him  to  favour  the  public  with  a  compofition  of 
his  own  ;  a  "  pafliche,"  "  after  the  manner," — though  not  up 
to  the  mark, — "  of  the  ancients  :  "  which  he  introduced, 
without  making  kno-vvn  its  modem  origin,  as  having  efcaped 
the  invefligations  of  ail  the  editors,  and  as  being  unknown 
to  ail  the  antiquaries  of  Normandy.  So  much  cannot  now 
be  faid  for  that  compofition  :  we  gladly  abflain,  however, 
from  hère  repeating  the  criticifms  which  it  provoked  at  the 
hands  of  divers  learned  countrymen  of  its  author.  But,  as 
M.  Travers  fays  that  he  had  fuppreffed  one  of  the  flanzas, 
on  account  of  "  la  naïve  groffiereté  des  expreffions,"  what 
mufl  be  thought  of  fuch  a  plea,  when  it  is  known  that  of  the 
apocryphal  fong,  fo  cenfured  by  M.  Travers,  he  was  himfelf 
the  compofer  ?  * 

In  1858,  yet  another  édition  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire 
"  d'Olivier  Baffelin  et  de  Jean  Le  Houx,"  was  publiflied  at 
Paris,  under  the  editorial  care  of  "  P.  L.  Jacob,  bibliophile  ;  '' 
another  name,  we   learn,   for  M.   Paul   Lacroix.      In   this 

*  See  M.  Gafté's  note  on  p.  xix.  of  his  Introduclion  to  "  Chanfons 
"  Normandes  du  XV^  Siècle  :"  Caen,  1866;  and  "Olivier  Baffelin  et 
"  les  Compagnons  du  Vau-de-Vire.  Une  Erreur  Hiflorique  et  Literaire, 
"  par  M.  Julien  Travers  :  "  Caen,  1867. 
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volume,  the  fongs  attributed  to  Baffelin  are  made  to  précède 
thofe  attributed  to  Le  Houx  ;  and,  befides  including  mofl  of 
the  préfaces  and  notes  of  previous  editors,  it  contains  a 
number  of  "  Chanfons  Normandes,  Bacchanales,  et  Chan- 
"  fons."  It  even  gives  the  "  Vau-de-Vire  inédit  "  of  M. 
Travers  ;  but  with  the  unhefitating  déclaration  that  it  is 
"  ridiculoufly  apocryphal."  M.  Lacroix  fhows  good  judg- 
ment  when  he  obferves  that  the  (true)  Vaux-de-Vire  are 
evidently  of  the  middle  or  end  of  the  fixteenth  century  ;  and 
that  they  were  firil  coUeéled  and  reflored  by  Jean  Le  Houx, 
if  not,  indeed,  compofed  by  him.  He  alfo  fpeaks,  in  another 
place,  of  Le  Houx  as  having  been  "  the  editor,  or  rather  the 
"  author,  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  of  Baffelin  ;  "  and  remarks,  in 
the  clofe  of  his  préface,  that  "  it  little  matters  if  Baffelin  and 
"  Le  Houx  be  but  one  and  the  famé  poet  ;  fmging  of  cider 
"  and  wine  with  ail  the  gaiety  of  Gaul,  in  the  good  vulgar 
"  tongue  fpoken  in  Normandy  towards  the  end  of  the 
"  fixteenth  century." 

But  we  greatly  fear  that  the  ufual  critical  acumen  of  M. 
Lacroix  deferted  him,  when  he  advanced  the  theory  that  the 
Englifh,  generally  accufed  of  having  "put  an  end"  to  poor 
Baffelin,  in  the  battle  of  Formigny,  were  merely  his  creditors, 
who  fequeflrated  his  goods,  and  placed  his  perfon  in  ward  ; 
an  ingenious  hypothefis,  partially  fupported,  as  M.  Lacroix 
contends,  by  an  occafional  ufe  of  the  term  "  Engloys  "  in 
that  fenfe,  in  thofe  times  ;  but,  we  fufpedl,  too  fanciful  to 
be  correél. 

To  ail  of  the  gentlemen  who  were  at  the  pains  to  edit, 
at  great  expenfe  of  labour  and  time,  the  Vaux-de-Vire  fo 
dear  to  ail  Norman  hearts,  and  fo  interefling  to  many  other 
cultivatcd  minds,  tlianks  are  undoubledly  due;  allhough, 
as,  with  ail  of  thcm,  we  Ijelicve  the  labour  to  havc  been  one 
of  love,  fo  doubtlefs  it  was  alfo  one  of  pleafure.  But 
hitherto,  in  the  courfc  of  our  b-rief  furvey,  we  hâve  had  to 
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regret  the  confufion  which  prevailed  as  to  the  authordiip  of 
thofe  fongs,  and  the  variance  exiiling  as  to  the  date  of  their 
compofition,  their  number,  and  their  text.  We  hâve  now 
the  more  agreeable  duty  to  perform,  of  welcoming  the  clear 
explanations  and  the  certainty  of  knowledge  which  hâve  at 
lafl  been  fuppHed  on  ail  of  thofe  points. 

In  1833,  fliortiy  after  the  appearance  of  M.  Travers' 
édition,  publiflied  in  that  year  at  Avranches,  M.  Hébert, 
then  the  Librarian  of  the  Public  Library  at  Caen,  had  the 
good  fortune  to  obtain  for  that  inflitution  a  MS.  then 
unknown  to  ail  the  editors  of  whom  we  hâve  fpoken,  but 
the  importance  of  which,  relative  to  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  the 
genuinenefs  of  their  text,  and  the  queflion  of  their  author- 
fliip,  it  is  impoffible  to  over-ellimate  ;  for  it  contains,  un- 
doubtedly,  in  the  handwriting  of  Jean  le  Houx  himfelf, 
carefully  corredled  and  prepared  by  him  as  for  the  prefs  : — 

(i.)  A  Title,  profe  dedication  to  Bacchus,  two  fonnets, 
fome  Latin  Elegiacs,  and  fome  French  verfes  addreffed  to 
Le  Houx  by  a  friend,  and  initialed  I.  P.  V.  (believed  to  be 
"  Jean  Porée,  Virois  ").  The  Title  is  a  moft  definite  and 
clear  one  : — "  Le  Recueil  des  Chanfons  nouuelles  du  Vaude- 
"  uire,  par  ordre  alphabétique  â^  autres  poefies,  par  M.  Jean 
"  Le  Houx,  aduocat  Virois^  "  Le  Recueil  des  CJianfons 
"  nouuelles  du  Vau  de  Vire,  par  o?'dre  alphabétique,  plus  y 
^^  font  adioujlcs  a  la  fin  quelques  cantiques  fpirituelz  pour  le 
"  jour  ou  nuifï  de  Noél,  par  M.  J.  L.  LL.   V." 

(2.)  A  collection  of  eighty-nine  Vaux-de-Vire. 

(3.)  A  fécond  colledlion  of  twenty-feven  Vaux-de-Vire, 
with  the  title,  "  Second  recueil  des  Chanfons  du  Vaudcuire 
"  nouuelles,  par  M^  J.  Le  LLoux  aduocat  Virois,  161 1." 

(4.)  A  collection  of  thirty-two  "  Noëls,"  with  the  title, 
"  Nouucaux  Cantiques  de  N'oit,  par  AI.  Jean  Le  LLoux, 
"  aduocat  Virois." 

AU  of  the  above  are  in  one  handwriting  ;  as   to  which 
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we  fhall  hâve  more  to  fay  prefently.  Then  follow,  in  a 
later  and  entirely  différent  ilyle  of  hand\vriting,  a  number 
of  Chanfons  pour  boire,  Sonnets,  Bouts-Rimes,  Virelays, 
Epigrammes,  Rondeaux,  etc.,  evidently  compofed  and 
inferted  in  the  volume  at  long  fubfequent  periods,  but  which 
hère  need  no  further  notice.  There  is  alfo  on  the  interior 
of  the  cover  of  the  volume,  written  in  the  famé  hand  as  the 
Latin  Elegiacs  at  its  beginning,  the  verfe — 

"  Et  fapiens  animum  nugis  aliquando'relaxat  :" 

an  apology  offered  by  the  author  of  the  "  Chanfons  du 
Vaudeuire  nouudles  "  for  their  light  and  trivial  chara<fler.* 

It  appears  as  if  now  at  lafl,  from  the  year  1833,  the 
leamed  editors  and  antiquaries  of  Normandy  having  fuch 
a  MS.  in  the  Public  Library  of  one  of  their  principal  and 
mofl  literary  cities, — "  the  centre,"  fays  Madame  De  Sevigné, 
"  of  ail  our  greatefl  wits," — could  hâve  had  little  difficulty 
in  fettling  the  queflion  as  to  the  authorfhip  of  the  Vaux-de- 
Vire,  which  had  fo  long  excited  fo  much  interefl  among 
them,  and  yet  had  fo  greatly  perplexed  them.  But  the 
hiflory  of  the  change  in  the  belief  which  had  fo  long  been 
popular,  brought  about  by  means  of  this  precious  MS.,  is  a 
curious  one,  fliowing  how  vcry  graduai  is  the  procefs  by 
which  fuch  errors  in  the  hiflory  of  literature  are  correcfled, 
even  in  our  own  times,  when  knowledge  is  fuppofed  to  be 
fo  rapidly  diffufcd.  M.  Gaflé  has  given  a  fort  of  "  Catcna 
"  I^airum,"  illuflrating  the  progrefs  of  extir])ation  of  the  old 
herefy,  and  the  introduélion  of  the  new  and  truc  faith,  which 
is  fo  complète  as  to  be  capable  of  but  little  addition  at  our 
hand  s. 

In  1824,  M.  Crapelet  clcarly  difccrned  that  the  language 
of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  was  rathcr  that  of  the  end  of  the  fix- 
tccnth   century  than  that  of  the  tinie  of  Baffelin  ;  but  he 

*  A.  Gaflé,  Jean  le  Houx,  pp.  31,  32,  note. 
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attributed  this  to  a  fuppofed  procefs  of  refloration  at  the 
hand  of  Le  Houx. 

In  1833,  M.  Travers  had,  as  we  hâve  mentioned  above, 
infmuated  a  doubt  whether  Le  Houx,  a  poet  formed  on  the 
model  of  BaffeUn,  was  not  himfelf  the  true  author  of  the 
fongs  printed  under  the  name  of  the  fuller  of  Vire  ;  treating 
his  idea,  however,  only  as  a  hypothefis  which  he  would  not 
cherifh  in  the  abfence  of  proof,  but  adding  the  forcible 
remark  that  never  had  two  poets  fo  flrong  a  family  refem- 
blance  as  Baffehn  and  Le  Houx. 

In  1848,  M.  Boifard  obferved  that  the  poems  of  Le 
Houx  and  BaffeUn  were  charadlerifed  by  a  conformity  of 
ideas  and  of  flruclure  well  fitted  to  cafl  doubts  on  the 
authenticity  of  the  latter. 

In  1849,  ^^-  Edelefland  de  Meril  came  to  a  fmiilar 
conclufion,  to  which  he  was  led  by  the  very  literary  cha- 
radler  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  pro\àng,  as  he  thought,  that 
tradition  had  been  deceived  by  a  pfeudonym,  adopted  on 
account  of  the  Bacchic  nature  of  the  verfes,  and  a  defire  of 
the  real  author  to  remain  hidden  under  the  concealment  of 
a  popular  name  :  Le  Houx,  the  advocate,  behind  the  mafk 
of  Baffelin,  the  miller  ! 

In  1857,  ]\I.  Paul  Boiteau,  who  was  flruck  by  the 
refemblance  between  the  works  attributed  to  Jean  Le 
Houx  and  thofe  attributed  to  BaffeUn,  was  further  much 
impreffed  by  the  Uvely,  healthful,  clear,  and  vigorous  didlion 
of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  and  by  their  rich,  varied,  and  harmoni- 
ous  rhythm  ;  and  remarked  that  on  confidering  that  per- 
fecflion  of  form,  and  regularity  of  détail,  he  could  not  help 
feeling  aflonifliment,  and  fometimes  entertaining  a  doubt. 

In  a  work  publiflied  in  1852,  and  fplendidly  illuflrated, 
the  text  of  which  was  prepared  by  MM.  Mancel,  (then 
librarian  of  the  public  library  of  Caen),  Charma,  Travers, 
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Profeflbrs  at  Caen,  and  de  Beaurepaire,*  we  find  thefe 
gentlemen,  while  praifmg  the  talent  and  fparkling  gaiety  of 
thofe  fongs,  declaring  that  they  believed  Olivier  Baffelin 
not  to  hâve  been  their  author,  and  that  they  did  not 
hefitate  to  recognife  as  the  true  father  of  thofe  joyous  fongs, 
Jean  le  Houx,  the  King's  advocate  in  the  "  Baillage  de 
"  Vire,"  in  the  clofe  of  the  fixteenth  century. 

M.  Eugène  de  Beaurepaire  foon  made  this  inquiry  the 
fubjecfl  of  clofer  examination  ;  and  in  a  feparate  publication, 
in  1858,  adduced  internai  évidence  on  which  he  queflioned 
the  juftice  of  attributing  the  Vaux-de-Vire  to  Baffelin  ;  he 
pointed  out  diflinélly  that  nothing  in  the  publication  of 
Jean  de  Cefne  warranted  the  arbitrary  affumption  that  to 
Jean  le  Houx  was  due  the  crédit  of  having  publiflied  them, 
but  to  Baffelin  that  of  having  written  them.  But  further, 
on  examining  the  MS.  of  Caen,  M.  de  Beaurepaire  came 
to  thefe  very  decided  conclufions  : — Firfl,  That  ail  of  the 
three  parts  of  which  that  MS.  confifls  (fo  flir  as  its  contents 
relate  to  this  queflion)  are  attributed  therein  to  Jean  le 
Houx,  both  coUedlively  and  individually.  Second,  That 
the  number  of  erafures,  corre6lions,  and  altérations,  indi- 
cate  the  MS.  to  be  autograph  of  Le  Houx.  Third,  That 
the  fliort  preliminary  pièces  (noticed  above)  are  quite 
unmeaning,  unlefs  Le  Houx  be  admitted  to  be  the  foie  and 
exclufive  author  of  the  Chants  Nouveaux,  previoufly  fo 
generally  attributed  to  Baffelin.  M.  De  Beaurepaire  adds, 
that  in  Jean  De  Cefne's  édition  there  are  certain  Vaux-de- 
Vire  whicli  could  not  by  poffibility  be  juflly  attributed  to 
Baffelin,  and  otliers  in  which  the  author  alludes  to  his  pro- 
feffion  of  advocate,  to  his  baptifmal  name  of  Jean,  and  to 
his  domeftic  circumftances  ;  and  he  finally  fiâtes  his  convic- 
tion, that  public  opinion  had  been  completely  led  ailray  on 

*   La  Normandie   Illuflrce    (Calvados)  :    Nantes,    1852.      3  loni.   in 
folio. 
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that  fubje(fl  : — that  now  the  error  is  no  longer  poffible  : — 
that  it  is  time  to  reflore  to  Le  Houx  the  nearly  exclufive 
paternity  of  the  "  Chants  Nouveaux,"  and  to  reinllate  him 
in  his  rank  in  that  original  fpecies  of  Vau-de-Vire,  which 
prefents  one  of  the  mofl  captivating  afpedls  of  Norman 
literature.* 

And  in  the  famé  year  it  was,  that  M.  Paul  Lacroix, 
although  unacquainted  with  the  MS.  of  Caen,  which  would 
doubtlefs  hâve  flill  more  decifively  influenced  his  mind,  not 
only  perceived  the  flyle  of  thefe  Vaux-de-Vire  to  betoken  a 
date  more  than  a  century  later  than  that  of  Baffelin,  but 
inferred  that  they  were  ail  the  work  of  one  poet, — namely, 
of  Le  Houx. 

But  it  was  referved  for  another  author  of  our  own  time, 
of  no  lefs  ability  and  learning  than  any  of  the  previous 
editors  or  critics  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  and  poffefifing  greater 
logical  acumen,  and  habits  of  clofer  accuracy  in  refearch 
than  fome  of  them  appear  to  hâve  done,  to  invefligate 
this  fubje6l  with  final  and  conclufive  care.  Seldom  has 
any  literary  controverfy  benefited  by  the  labours  of  fo 
compétent  an  inquirer,  and  never,  perhaps,  has  one  been 
more  completely  and  triumphantly  fettled. 

M.  Armand  Gafle',  a  native  of  Normandy,  and  a  fon  of 

Vire,— 

"  Bon  Virois, 
"  Et  compagnon  Galois," — 

a  devoted  admirer  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  and  zealous  for  the 
famé  of  both  of  his  illuflrious  townfmen,  Baffelin  and  Le 
Houx,  had  for  feveral  years  devoted  fome  of  his  fludious 
leifure  to  a  careful  invefligation  of  the  whole  fubjedl,  and 
efpecially  to  a  clofe  and  thorough  examination  of  the  in- 

*  Étude  fur  Baffelin,  Jean  Le  IIoux,  et   le  Vaudevire   Normand  : 
Caen,    1858.       Extracted   from   vol.    xxiii.   of   the    "Mémoires  de   la 

"Société  des  Antiquaires  de  Noruiandie." 
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valuable  MS.  of  Caen.  The  pains  which  he  took  in  tran- 
fcribing  with  his  own  hand  that  MS.  in  ail  its  mofl  minute 
détails  of  "lettres  Gothiques,"  in  collating  it  with  the  other 
lefs  precious  but  flill  important  MS.  of  Polinière,  as  well  as 
with  the  printed  volume  of  De  Cefne  preferved  at  Paris, 
and  the  conclufions  at  which  he  arrived,  hâve  been  fully 
defcribed  by  M.  Gaflé  in  his  excellent  thefis  for  his  doc- 
torate,  read  before  the  Sorbonne  in  1874,  "Jean  Le  Houx 
"  et  le  Vau  de  Vire  à  la  fin  du  XV!*^  Siècle  ;"  nor,  perhaps, 
could  any  judge  hâve  been  named,  for  whofe  decifion  a 
greater  déférence  would  be  felt,  than  the  leamed  Do6leur- 
és-Lettres,  Profeflbr  of  Rhetoric  in  the  Lyce'e  of  Caen. 

In  1862,  M.  Gafle'  publiflied,  for  the  firfl  time,  from 
the  MS.  of  Caen,  the  "  Noëls,"  or  Chriflmas  Carols,  of  Le 
Houx.*  This  was  followed,  in  1866,  by  his  Effay  on 
Olivier  Baffelin  and  the  Companions  of  the  Vau-de-Vire  ;  t 
and  by  a  learned  introduction  and  notes  to  the  "  Chansons 
"  Normandes  du  XV^  Siècle,"  publifhed  for  the  firfl  time 
from  the  MSS.  of  Bayeux  and  Vire;  as  well  as,  in  1873, 
by  an  erudite  and  graceful  Latin  difquifition  on  the  con- 
vivial fongs  of  the  ancient  Greeks.  J  M.  Gaflé's  work  of 
1874  on  Jean  Le  Houx  and  the  Vau-de-Vire  of  his  time, 
befides  reviewing  ail  the  literature  of  the  fubjecl,  contains 
a  mofl  valuable  addition  in  lithographie  facfimiles,  ver}' 
carefully  made,  of  the  handwriting  of  the  MS.  of  Caen,  and 
of  the  handwriting  of  Jean  Le  Houx.  Of  the  former,  the 
firll  is  of  the  two  firfl  flanzas  of  tlie  famous  Vau-de-Vire, — 
"  Beau  nez,  dont  les  rubis  ont  coullé  mainte  pippe,"  and 
the  fécond  is  from  one  of  the  "  Noëls."  Tliat  of  the 
handwriting  of  Jean  Le  Houx  is  from  a  deed  both  written 
and  figned  by  him,  dated  3(1  May  16 14,  and  recorded  in  a 

*  Caen,  1862.  t  Caen,  1S66. 
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regifter  preferved  in  the  ofifice  of  M^  de  Saint  Germain, 
notary  at  Vire  ;  in  which  the  writer  defcribes  himfelf  by 
name  and  degree  as  Licentiate  in  Laws,  and  alfo  by  profeffion 
as  Advocate  at  Vire.  M.  Gaflé  has  alfo  compared  the 
writing  of  the  MS.  of  Caen  with  other  documents  pre- 
ferved at  Vire,  both  in  the  office  of  M^  de  Saint  Germain, 
and  in  the  poffeffion  of  the  reprefentatives  of  the  late  M.  Le 
Pelletier,  formerly  an  advocate  of  that  town. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  on  a  comparifon  of  the  fac- 
fimiles,  and  of  the  other  documents  referred  to,  that  the 
handwriting  in  ail  of  them  is  ide7itical ;  and  even  the  addi- 
tional  peculiarity  of  the  variation  from  a  flanting  to  an 
upright  hand,  which  is  found  in  the  Caen  MS.,  is  found 
alfo  in  one  of  the  mofl  remarkable  deeds  known  to  hâve 
been  written  and  executed  by  Jean  Le  Houx  ;  that,  namely, 
by  which  he  founded  eight  low  maffes  for  the  poor  :  in 
which  both  the  flanting  and  the  upright  portions  of  the 
writing  perfeélly  agrée  with  the  correfponding  portions  of 
the  MS.  of  Caen. 

Further,  M.  Gaflé  has  alfo  clearly  fliown,  not  only  that 
the  Vaux-de-Vire  and  the  Noëls  of  the  MS.  of  Caen  are 
altogether  in  the  handwriting  of  Jean  Le  Houx,  but  alfo 
that  they  are  his  own  compofitions,  defcribed,  and  treated, 
and  referred  to  by  him  as  fuch,  and  by  him  infcribed  with 
his  own  name,  and  with  his  initiais. 

In  the  profe  dedication  of  his  book  to  Bacchus,  in  his 
Sonnet  to  his  book,  in  his  addrefs  to  the  critics,  as  well  as 
in  his  Latin  Elegiacs,  he  always  writes  in  the  firfl  perfon, 
as  being  the  author  of  the  poems,  refponfible  for  them,  and 
the  only  one  who  could  truly  defcribe  the  feelings  under 
which  they  were  compofed. 

In  the  verfes,  alfo,  from  a  friendly  pen,  which  are  pre- 
fixed  to  the  MS.,  figned  I.  P.  V.,  and  fuppofed  to  be  by  Jean 
Pore'e,  Virois,  a  contemporary  and  perfon  al  friend  of  Le 
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Houx,  and  one  of  the  writers  of  the  Polinière  MS.,  already 
more  particularly  noticed,  the  name  of  Le  Houx  is  expreffly 
mentioned  as  being  the  author. 

The  famé  MS.,  befides,  contains  numerous  altérations, 
erafures,  corre6lions,  and  varions  readings,  fuch  as  we  might 
expeél  to  find  made  by  the  hand  of  the  author,  and  by  that 
of  no  one  elfe.  Some  of  thefe  may  appear  to  us  now  to 
be  doubtful  improvements  on  the  original  idea,  or  expref- 
fion,  for  which  they  were  fubflituted  ;  but  their  gênerai 
nature,  —  independent  of  the  handwTiting,  —  remarkably 
coincides  with  what  we  know  of  Le  Houx's  perfonal  hiflory, 
his  increafmg  âge,  and  the  circumflances  of  the  times  in 
which  he  lived.  Sometimes  an  original  line  is  modified, 
even  at  the  cofl  of  fpirit  and  vigour,  to  fuit  the  notions  of 
the  priells  and  prieftly  party  ;  perhaps  alfo  to  gratify  that 
increafmg  fentiment  of  dévotion,  which,  never  abfent  from 
the  mind  of  the  poet,  manifefled  itfelf  more  and  more,  in 
various  ways,  as  he  advanced  in  years.  In  thefe  refpe6ls, 
fome  of  the  changes  which  Le  Houx  made  on  his  verfes 
remind  us  of  like  altérations,  made, — with  ûmilar  refults, — 
by  our  own  poet  Wordfworth. 

It  might  not  hâve  been  neceffary  for  us  to  offer  any 
remarks  on  the  charaéler  of  Le  Houx,  on  which  his  poems 
throw  fo  much  light,  had  it  not  been  for  mifapprehenfions 
which,  on  very  infufficient  grounds,  hâve  fometimes  been 
entertained.  The  late  Dr.  Dibdin,  of  whofe  hurried  vifit 
to  Vire  we  hâve  already  fpoken,  although  evidently  much 
flruck  by  the  livelinefs  and  vigour,  as  well  as  grâce,  of  the 
fongs  of  tlie  Vau-de-Vire,  appears  to  hâve  formed  a  very 
erroneous  imprcffion  as  to  the  tempérament  and  habits  of 
their  author,  whcn  he  fays  : — "  This  Iiaffelin,"  (for  Dibdin 
lived,  and  probably  dicd,  in  llie  old  belief  wliich  he  had 
learncd  from  the  édition  of  1811,  of  which,  in  1818,  he 
fucceeded  in  obtaining  a  copy  from  M.  De  La  Rcnaudièrc 
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for  the  library  of  his  patron,  Earl  Spencer),  "appears  to 
"  hâve  been  the  French  Drunken  Barnaby  of  his  day  ;  "  * 
— although,  in  his  own  odd  way,  the  author  of  the  "  Biblio- 
"  mania  "  perhaps  cornes  a  little  nearer  the  truth,  in  fome 
refpe6ls,  when  in  a  fubfequent  paflage  he  adds  : — "  He  had 
"  a  ftrange  propenfity  to  ruflicating,  and  preferred  the 
'*  immédiate  vicinity  of  Vire — its  quiet  little  valleys,  running 
"  llreams,  and  rocky  receffes — to  a  more  open  and  more 
"  diflant  refidence.  In  fuch  places,  therefore,  he  carried 
"  with  him  his  flafks  of  cider  and  his  flagons  of  wine. 
"  Thither  he  reforted  with  his  boon  and  merry  companions, 
"  and  there  he  poured  forth  his  ardent  and  unpremeditated 
"  flrains.  Thefe  flrains  ail  favoured  of  the  jovial  propenfi- 
"  ties  of  their  author,  it  being  very  rarely  tliat  tendernefs  of 
"  fentiment,  whether  connedled  with  friendlhip  or  love,  is 
"  admitted  into  his  compofitions.  He  was  the  thorough- 
"  bred  Anacreon  of  the  clofe  of  the  fifteenth  century."f 

But  Jean  Le  Houx,  the  true  "  Anacreon  "  hère  fpoken 
of,  appears,  from  ail  the  internai  évidence  of  his  own 
Avritings,  to  hâve  been,  on  the  contrary,  of  a  penfive,  fenti- 
mental,  and  even  melancholy  tempérament  ;  feeking  the 
fociety  of  pleafant  companions  to  cheer  the  depreffion  of 
his  own  fpirits,  and,  when  alone,  writing  occafionally  his 
gay  fongs,  to  be  fung,  in  the  fafliion  of  his  country  and 
times,  at  their  next  feflal  meeting  :  but  "  fober-niinded," 
and  of  fober  ways,  himfelf,  hating  and  utterly  difcounte- 
nancing  in  others  ail  diffipation  and  excefs,  as  well  as  ail 
morofenefs  and  miferlinefs  of  difpofition,  whether  difplayed 
in  the  hoarding  of  money  or  in  the  déniai  of  good  cheer 
and  libéral  hofpitality.  To  love,  he  candidly  déclares,  he  was 
not  much  addidled  ;  having  efcaped  from  thofe  eyes, — "  fair 
"  bafilifks," — which  had  well-nigh  flain  him,  he  vows  that 


Dibdin,  Tour,  vol.  i.  p.  338.  f  Ibid.  p.  434,  note. 
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in  vain  henceforth  will  their  fnares  be  fet  for  him  ; — he, 
rather  ungallantly,  déclares  that  to  him  to  drink  is  fweeter 
than  a  kifs  ; — even  that  fair  Magdalene  whom  he  once 
beheld  "  in  garden  ail  trellifed  with  fhade,"  flumbering  on 
her  couch  of  dewy  turf  (haded  by  foliage  and  enamelled 
with  flowers,  he  refigned  and  quitted  rather  than  forfake  his 
love  of  "  the  tavern  and  bufh  for  its  fign,"  and  of  that  good 
wine  on  which  he  doated,  as  eflential  to  the  prefervation  of 
his  health  ! 

"  Beauteous  ivy  !     How  my  heart 

"  Leaps  with  joy,  when  branch  of  tliine 

"  I  behold,  from  ev'ry  part, 

"  Gracefully  its  garlands  twine  ! 

"  In  the  ivy-bufli  I  trace 

"  Plant  of  moft  confummate  grâce, 
"  Showing  me  where  I  may  fill 

"  Goblets  in  a  fitting  place."  * 

He  was  learned  in  his  profeffion  as  an  Advocate,  as  we 
know  from  the  verfes  of  his  friend  Sonnet  De  Courval  ; 
and,  as  we  are  told  by  himfelf,  he  "  very  highly  efleemed 
"  that  ellate."  Yet  he  dreaded  and  difliked  the  din  and 
flir  of  "  wrangling  courts  and  flubbom  law  ;  "  he  found  it 
eafier 

"  to  affail  and  drain 
"  A  wine-pot  tlian  a  légal  café  ;  " — 

he  had,  betimes,  "  refigned  law's  drudgery  ;  " — he  detefled 
law-fuits,  the  very  name  of  which  "  fillcd  him  with  fear  ;  " — 
and  he  thanked  good  liquor  for  having  allured  him  from 
thofe  légal  ftudies  of  InRitutes  and  PandecSls,  of  which,  in 
the  eyes  of  his  friend  if  not  of  himfelf,  the  rubricated  para- 
graphs  fhone  like  rofy  wine.  His  playful,  but  warraly- 
expreffed  animofity  to  the  routine  of  his  calling,  reminds  us 
of  the  fentiment  of  the  famous  Spanifh  poet,  Don  Luis  de 
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Gongora  y  Argote,  a  contemporary  of  Jean  Le  Houx,  and, 
like  him,  at  one  time  a  lludent  of  laws,  although  afterwards 
called  to  a  llill  more  ferious  vocation  : — 

"  Let  me  fhun,  if  I  am  wife, 
"  Courts  of  Seflion  or  Aflize  : 
"  Worfe  to  me  than  thoms  or  brambles 
"  Are  the  thorny  Law's  preambles."  * 

But  there  was  one  day, — if  but  one, — in  ail  the  year, 
which  thoroughly  awoke  the  fympathetic  enthufiafm  of 
Maiflre  Le  Houx  in  the  welfare  and  hilarity  of  his  profeffion 
and  of  his  leamed  brethren  of  the  bar.  This  was  a  high 
day,  and  grand  anniverfary,  the  "  Gaudeamus  "  of  Norman 
la\vyers,  the  Feafl  of  St.  Yves,  the  i  gth  of  May  : — of  the 

"  fweet  and  lovely  month  of  May, 

"  The  fairefl  that  in  ail  the  year 

"Cornes  round  ;  " 

"  The  Feafl,  when  counfellors  refign 

"  Their  law,  and  pra(flice  abrogate, 
'  "  To  quaff  authentic  glafs  of  wine, 
"  And  lave  their  throats,  which  pleadings  fine 

"  Had  rendered  hoarfe  with  fhrill  debate."  + 

The  memory  of  Saint  Yves,  the  patron  faint  of  mediaeval 
lawyers,  was  in  Normandy  held  in  vénération  for  the  pof- 
feffion  of  qualities  which,  though  far  from  being  incom- 
patible, are  vulgarly  believed  to  be  not  always  found  in 
combination.     According  to  the  old  monkifh  hymn, 

"  Sanétus  Yvo  Holy  Ivo, 

"  Erat  Brito,  Breton  Chief, 

'  '  Advocatus  Was  a  la\vyer 

'  '  Sed  non  latro,  Yet  no  thief  ; — 

"  Ras  miranda  Mai-vel  flraining 

*'  Populo."  t  Men's  belief  ! 

*  Gongora,  with  Tranllations,  by  Edward  Churton.  London,  1862, 
vol.  ii.  p.  loi.  t  Vau-de-Vire  Ixvii.     Firfl  Séries. 

+  A.  Gaflé,  Jean  Le  Houx,  p.  125,  Note. 
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The  day  appointée!  for  the  commémoration  of  fo  rare  and 
praifeworthy  a  chara6ler  was  celebrated  in  the  various 
cities  and  towns  of  the  province,  by  their  refpedlive  légal 
fraternities,  with  a  grand  banquet,  preceded  by  a  mafs  and 
other  ecclefiaflical  cérémonies  ;  the  expenfe  of  the  whole 
being  borne  by  a  dignitary  annually  elecfled  by  themfelves 
from  their  own  number,  and  named  "  Le  Majeur." 

"  A  feftival  that  cornes  in  May 

'  '  Makes  the  heart  gay  : 
"  And  then,  hère  is  good  wine  for  cheer  : 

"  Quench,  then,  your  thirfl, 

"Salutmgfiril 

"  Our  Major  hère."  * 

In  the  larger  cities,  fuch  as  Caen,  where  the  number  of 
guefls  was  great,  and  the  expenfes  of  the  légal  feafl  were 
confequently  heavy,  the  Abbé  De  La  Rue  informs  us  that 
the  rich  Abbeys  of  the  neighbourhood  were  fometimes 
invited  to  fupply  a  quota  of  the  game,  poultry,  etc.,  required, 
— "  le  tout  à  fon  bon  plaifir  ;  " — the  Abbots,  however, 
being  at  the  famé  time  threatened,  in  café  of  refufal,  "  de 
"l'indignation  de  la  Cour;"  a  fyflem  of  praélice  which 
feems  fcarcely  confident  with  the  virtuous  example  and 
rule  of  St.  Yves  !  In  this  flatement  the  leamed  Abbé  has 
been  foUowed  by  M.  Gafté  ;  both  of  thofe  eminent  authori- 
ties  citing,  with  perfeél  ferioufnefs,  an  "Arrêt  de  la  Cour 
"  Souveraine,  à  Caen,"  profeffing  to  be  of  the  date  of  i5th 
May  1475,  ^'^^  demanding  of  the  Abbey  of  Fontenay 
rather  a  long  bill  of  fare, — 264  head  of  game  and  poultr}^, 
— as  the  portion  of  "  viande  ex(|uife  "  to  be  fupplied  by  it, 
on  the  fomewhat  fhort  notice  of  four  days  indicated  by  the 
date  of  that  document. 

It  is  but  jufl,  however,  to  tlie  Bar  and  High  Court  of 
Caen,  to  fay,  that  in  our  refearchcs  on  this  matter  \ve  hâve 


*  Vau-de-Vire  liv.     Firfl  Séries. 
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found  a  note  by  M.  G.  Mancel,  publifhed  in  the  Mémoires 
of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  of  Normandy,  in  which  that 
gentleman  altogether  dénies  the  authenticity  of  the  pretended 
"Arrêt,"  and  affigns  to  it  the  date  of  the  end  of  the  feventeenth 
century.  He  fays  that  it  is  on  ordinary  paper,  without  the 
formalities  required  in  writs  iffued  by  the  Court  ;  that  it  is 
figned  "  Manfutil,"  which  he  tranflates  as  "  Méchamment 
"  fubtil,  ou  plutôt  méchamment  caché  ;  "  and  that  M.  De 
La  Rue  has  taken  as  ferious  what  really  was  no  more  than 
a  pleafantry  imitated  from  Rabelais.* 

"  Non  nojlri  tantas  conponcre  lites"  But  in  Vire,  where 
the  convives  were  of  moderate  number, — in  the  days  of  Le 
Houx,  it  is  faid,  ufually  about  forty, — (''  fed  non  latrones  "), 
— there  feems  no  reafon  to  imagine  that  "  Le  Majeur  "  ever 
failed  truly  and  handfomely  to  acquit  himfelf,  in  hofpitality 
as  well  as  in  érudition  and  honefly,  of  the  duty  fo  laid 
upon  him  by  his  learned  brethren,  and  thus  to  realife  in  ail 
refpedls  the  grand  idéal  of  the  charaéler  of  the  Breton  Saint  ! 

Befides  the  numerous  technical  terras  of  law  which  occur 
throughout  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  diflin6lly  enough  indicating 
their  légal  extra6lion,  it  may  fafely  be  inferred  that  no  one 
unaffociated  with  the  légal  profeffion  would  exprefs  ail  the 
rapture  with  which  the  return  of  the  Feflival  of  St.  Yves  is 
fo  often  hailed  in  their  lin  es  ;  or  would  addrefs  as  brethren 
the  Judges,  Advocates,  or  Bailiffs, — ail  "  la  cohue," — wlio 
in  any  capacity  took  part  in  that  peculiar  and  chara6leriflic 
fympofium. 

Other   indications    of  perfonal    hiflory    ail    concur    in 

pointing  in  the  famé  diredlion  ;  as  where,  in  one  Vau-de- 

Vire,  the  writer  fays, — 

"If  the  drink  be  a  meagre  one, 

"  l'il  only  hâve  the  name  of  yohii  ;  " — 

*  Mémoires  de  la  Société  des  Antiquaires  de  Normandie.  Série  2, 
vol.  ii.  p.  434. 
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that  being  the  name  of  Le  Houx,  but  not  of  Baffelin  :  and 

the  date  given  in  another, — 

"  Sixteen  hundred  and  twelve  was  the  time 
"  When  a  good  cider  lad  made  this  rhyme," — 

could  as  little  apply  to  the  epoch  of  Baffelin,  as  it  clearly 
agrées  \nth  that  of  Le  Houx. 

Additional'  reafons,  not  lefs  conclufive,  would,  were  it 
needed,  flill  further  corroborate  the  proof  of  the  authorfhip 
of  thefe  Vaux-de-Vire  belonging  not  to  the  humble  fuUer, 
but  to  the  far  more  highly  educated  and  accompliflied 
Advocate  of  Vire  : — fuch  as  various  claffical  allufions  met 
with  in  their  lines  ;  the  compofition  of  Latin  verfes  and  of 
the  fcholaflic  fong, — "Louons  l'Eternel,  Bibtmus fatis ;" 
imitations  of  Perfius,  of  the  Greek  Anthology,  of  Euripides, 
Anacreon,  Cratinus,  Horace,  Martial,  Plautus,  Pliny,  and 
Ovid.  There  occur,  too,  numerous  indications  of  acquaint- 
ance  with  portions  of  French  literature  of  date  fubfequent  to 
the  âge  of  Baffelin,  but  fynchronifmg  perfecflly  with  that  of 
Le  Houx  ;  peculiar  forms  of  vérification  and  rhythm, 
adopted  from  French  poets  of  the  famé  time, — (no  fewer 
than  twenty-three  from  Ronfard  alone)  ; — and  familiar  know- 
ledge  ftlo^vn  of  the  works  of  Rabelais,  Bonaventure  des 
Periers,  Malherbe,  Guédron,  and  Remy  Belleau,  It  adds 
to  our  other  obligations  to  M.  Gaflé,  that  he  has  carefully 
pointed  out  ail  of  the  particular  paffages  fo  referred  to 
which  he  has  been  able  to  difcover  ;  and  to  his  works  we 
hâve  great  pleafure  in  refcrring  thofe  of  our  readers  who 
may  defire  to  profecute  the  fubje6l  further. 

A  wider  range  of  fimilar  inilances  might  be  fupplied, 
were  we  to  feek  for  them  in  literature  originating  beyond 
the  Pyrénées,  or  on  this  fuie  of  the  Channcl  :  "  the  cheflnuts 
"  and  the  pears,"  "  roafling  on  the  hearth-ftone,"  while  the 
ncighbours  fociably  chat  by  the  fire,  over  their  wine,  might 
find  a  prototype  in  Gongora's  lines, — 
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"In  chafing-difli  good  ftore  l'il  throw 
"Of  beech  or  cheftnut-fruits,  nor  fail 
"  To  win  fome  neighbour's  merry  taie  ;  " — * 

well  imitated,  in  modem  times,  by  our  own  Macaulay  ; — 

"  When  the  oldeft  cafk  is  opened, 

"  And  the  largefl  lamp  is  lit, 
"  When  the  cheflnuts  glow  in  the  embers, 

"And  the  kid  tums  on  the  fpit  ; 
"  When  young  and  old  in  circle 

"  Around  the  firebrands  clofe  ;  "  t 

So  the  "  garden  ail  trellifed  with  fhade  "  may  well 
recall  that  charming  love-ballad  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh, — 

"  As  at  noon  Dulcinea  refled 

"  In  a  fvveet  and  (hady  bower," — 

honoured  to  ail  time  by  the  benedi6lion  of  Izaak  Walton  : 
— "Theywere  old-fafliioned  poetry,  but  choicely  good:  I 
"  think  much  better  than  the  flrong  lines  that  are  now  in 
'*  fafhion  in  this  critical  âge."  J 

The  allufions  in  Vau-de-Vire  LXXXIII.  had  been  fup- 
pofed  by  many, — among  others,  by  M.  Vaultier  and  M. 
Sainte-Beuve, — to  hâve  referred  to  the  Siège  of  Vire  by  the 
Englifh  in  1 4 1 7  ;  but  would  apply  quite  as  well  to  that  in 
1563;  while  the  "eflrangers"  fpoken  of  in  Vau-de-Vire 
XIX.  (Firft  Séries),  might  well  be  the  foldiers  of  Montgom- 
mery.  So  in  Vau-de-Vire  LXXXVII.  the  conclufion  of  a 
peace  is  celebrated,  with  the  defeat  of  "  thofe  falfe  leaguers  ;" 
which  in  ail  probability  applies  to  the  furrender  of  Paris  in 
1594.  And  in  Vau-de-Vire  XLI.  the  battles  of  Dreux  and 
of  St.  Denys  are  expreflly  named  ;  events  of  1562  and  1567, 
more  than  a  century  later  than  the  fatal  day  when  poor 

*  Gongora,  by  Edward  Churton,  vol.  il.  p.  168. 
+  Lays  of  Ancient'Rome  :  London,  1855,  p.  61. 
t  The  Compleat  Angler,  or  the  Contemplative  Man's  Récréation. 
By  Izaak  Walton.     London,  J.  Major,  1823,  p.  76. 
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Olivier  Baffelin  is  fuppofed  to  hâve  been  "  mis  à  fin  "  on  the 
field  of  Formigny,  falling,  however,  in  the  moment  of  vidlory. 

Although  the  foregoing  pages  contain  fome  indications 
of  the  high  eflimation  in  which  thefe  Vaux-de-Vire  of  Jean 
Le  Houx  hâve  been  held  by  his  own  countrymen,  this, 
perhaps,  is  fcarcely  the  place  for  any  elaborate  difcuffion  of 
their  literary  merits.  In  a  coUedlion  of  confiderably  more 
than  one  hundred  fongs,  of  which,  amid  ail  their  diverfity  of 
treatment  and  expreffion,  the  dominant  thème  is  the  praife 
of  cider,  of  wine,  and  of  good-fellowfhip,  it  may  be  expedled 
that  there  will  occafionally  occur  fome  monotony  of  fenti- 
ment,  perhaps  fome  feeblenefs  of  exécution.  But  it  will 
alfo  be  found  that  other  topics  than  thofe  of  mère  convivi- 
ality  are  not  always  excluded  from  the  lyre  of  Le  Houx  ; 
and  we  (hould  be  well  pleafed  if  we  could  venture  to  hope 
that  in  making  thefe  Vaux-de-Vire  known  to  the  Englifh 
reader,  we  had  fucceeded  in  transfufmg  any  portion  of  that 
quaint,  lively,  and  varied  grâce,  by  which,  in  their  native 
language,  they  feem  to  us  to  be  pervaded  ; — 

"  Though  by  the  way,  Sir,"  fays  Don  Quixote  de  la 
Mancha,  "  I  think  this  kind  of  verfion  from  one  language  to 
"  another  .  .  .  is  like  viewing  a  pièce  of  Flcmifli  tapeflry 
"  on  the  wrong  fide,  where,  though  the  figures  are  diflin- 
"  guifliablc,  yet  there  are  fo  many  ends  and  threads,  that 
"  the  beauty  and  cxadlnefs  of  the  work  is  obfcured,  and  not 
"  fo  advantageoufly  difcerned  as  on  the  right  fide  of  the 
"  hangings."  * 

In  France,  the  Vaux-de-Virc  hâve  cxcited  the  intercfl 
and  rcceived  the  praife  of  many  ablc  critics,  from  their  own 
times  down  to  thofe  of  Sainte  Beuve,f  one  of  tlie  ableft.  of 


*  Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha,  Part  ii.  chap.  Ixii.,  Jarvis'  Tranflation. 
+  Tableau  Hiftorique  et  Critique  de  la  Poefie  Françaife  au  XV I^ 
Siècle  :  Paris,  1869,  p.  8,  and  Note. 
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ail  :  in  England  and  America,  though  as  yet  but  imperfeclly 
known,  they  hâve  received  high  commendation  from  the 
few  who  hâve  made  their  acquaintance.  "  As  a  coUedlion 
"  of  popular  drinking-fongs,"  fays  the  accompliflied  author 
of  "  Studies  in  Early  French  Poetry,"  *  "  this  of  the  worthy 
"  Mafter  Le  Houx  feems  to  me  unequalled.  There  are 
"  many  good  fongs  in  Englifh  and  Scotch,  but  no  one  fet, 
"  belonging  to  one  century,  fo  rich  and  fpirited  as  thefe." 

In  the  text  and  arrangement  of  thefe  fongs  of  the  Vau- 
de-Vire,  to  the  end  of  the  Second  Séries,  the  MS.  of  Caen, 
as  edited  by  M.  Gaflé,  has  been  implicitly  followed,  with 
the  fmgle  exception  of  the  burdens  of  the  fongs  being 
repeated  after  each  flanza,  where  in  the  original  that  is  in 
fome  cafés  only  indicated.  The  remaining  fix  Vaux-de- 
Vire,  from  the  Polinière  MS.,  although  wanting  in  the  MS. 
of  Caen,  hâve  every  other  fign  of  authenticity. 

Previous  editors  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  had  accumulated 
many  comrnentaries,  of  more  or  lefs  importance,  "  tani  bien 
"  que  mal,"  on  the  text  which  they  feverally  thought  fit  to 
adopt  ;•  of  which  many  hâve  been  preferved  by  M.  Gaflé, 
with  valuable  additions  of  his  own.  In  this  way,  indeed,  the 
writings  of  Le  Houx  may  be  faid  to  hâve  received  nearly  as 
much  annotation  as  thofe  of  fome  of  the  ancient  claffical 
authors  of  good  repute.  But  many  of  thofe  comrnentaries, 
whether  explanatory.or  controverfial,  originated  in  fuppofed 
obfcurities  and  uncertainties  of  tlae  text,  now  happily  re- 
moved  ;  while  of  others  the  peculiar  interefl  is  limited  to 
French  readers. 

The  allufions  which  to  an  Englifli  eye  may  feem  to  re- 
quire  any  explanation,  are  really  few  in  number,  and  may 
be  hère  noticed  in  a  ver}-  brief  and  compendious  manner  ; 

*  London,  1868,  p.  82. 
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while  any  one  defirous  of  profecuting  the  fludy  of  the  lan- 
guage  and  hiflory  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  will  find  in  the 
quotations  and  références  of  M.  Gaflé  a  ufeful  fund  of 
information. 

The  play  on  words  contained  in  such  allufions  as  thofe 
to  the  Abbey  of  Bec,  to  Pont-Ecoulant,  and  to  Angoulefme, 
fufficiently  explains  itfelf.  Of  other  places  mentioned  by 
name,  Brouage  was  a  town  of  the  fait  marfties  near  Rochelle, 
whence  Vire  received  its  chief  fupplies  of  fait  ;  Guibray,  a 
place  near  Falaife,  celebrated  for  the  humours  of  its  great 
annual  fair;  and  La  Bouille,  the  port,  on  the  Seine,  at 
which  it  was  then  cuflomary  for  paffengers  for  Rouen  to 
land.  The  Malvoifie,  Malvaifie,  or  Mervoifie,  fo  often  fpoken 
of,  was  the  name  of  a  fweet  fort  of  wine,  refembling  that  of 
Cyprus, — or  Malmfey  ;  Hypocras,  a  mixture  of  wine,  fugar 
or  honey,  and  cinnamon  or  other  fpice  ;  and  Mufcadel,  a 
peculiar  fpecies  of  cider,  made  from  apples  grown  near 
Pont-Audemer,  of  an  exquifite  mufky  flavour  ;  a  cider 
"  which,"  fays  M.  Du  Bois,  "  puts  to  the  blufli  the  be(l  forts 
"  of  wine,"  The  Doux-Dagorie,  and  the  Dameret,  were 
choice  and  beautiful  kinds  of  apples,  both  noted  for  pro- 
ducing  excellent  cider  :  the  one  being  of  an  amber  colour, 
and  délicate  flavour,  but  its  cider  befl  fitted  for  fpeedy  con- 
fumption  ;  the  other  yielding  cider  of  a  fine  reddifli  hue, 
and  fl.rong,  but  heady. 

Of  the  refrains  of  fome  of  the  fongs,  it  feems  to  be 
generally  concluded  by  French  writers  that  although  fome 
of  them  may  be  relies  of  ancient  Pagan  Bacchanalian  cries, 
they  arc  in  great  meafure  '*  infignifians."  But  one  of  them, 
"  Tire-la-Rigault,"  or  "Tire-larigot,"  the  Didlionnaire  de 
l'Acade'mie  explains  by  faying, — "  Boire  à  tire-larigot,"  "Boire 
"  exceffivement  ;  "  and  of  its  poffible  origin  a  curious  legcnd 
has  been  preferved.  The  flory  runs,  that  Odo  Rigault,  the 
famous  Archbifliop  of  Rouen,  prefcnted  the  Cathcdral  of 
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Rouen,  in  the  middle  of  the  thirteenth  century,  with  a  very 
great  and  ponderous  bell  : — "  and  becaufe  in  former  times 
"  the  ringers  ufed  to  take  a  good  drink  before  ringing  it,  it 
"  pafled  into  a  common  proverb  to  fay  of  a  hearty  drinker, 
"  that  he  drinks  '  à  tire-la-Rigault.'  "  M.  Gaflé,  however, 
feems  rather  inclined  to  adopt  the  dérivation  from  "  larigot," 
a  fort  of  ihepherd's  ruftic  pipe,  mentioned  in  the  poems  of 
Saint  Amand  and  Ronfard  ;  and  which,  as  defcribed  in 
the  Diélionnaire  de  l'Acade'mie,  appears  to  hâve  been  the 
reed  inftrument  famiHarly  known  as  "  Pan's  pipes." 

The  water  of  "  bright  Clitoria's  flream,"  as  the  claffical 
reader  will  recollefl,  was  faid  by  Ovid  and  PUny  to  be 
preferred,  by  thofe  who  drank  of  it,  to  \vine. 

Of  a  phrafe  in  Vau-de-Vire  V.  of  the  Firft  Séries, — 

"  Hère  's  wine  that  's  of  the  beft, 

"  That  makes  the  ear  prick  up," — 

the  following  curions  explanation  is  given-: — ''Vin  d'une 
"  oreille,  fe  dit  d'un  vin  excellent,  parce  que  celui  qui  en 
"  boit,  penche  une  oreille,  en  figne  d'approbation  ;  et  vin 
"  de  deux  oreilles  fe  dit  d'un  mauvais  vin,  parce  que  le 
"  buveur  fecoue  la  tête  en  figne  de  mécontentement." 
(Di(5l.  de  l'Acad.  Franc,  v.  Vùi.) 

Excepting  as  chara6leri(lic  of  a  local  ufage  referred  to 
in  the  famé  Vau-de-Vire,  and  which  perhaps  has  been  pre- 
ferved  from  the  time  of  Le  Houx,  it  niay  feem  fcarcely 
worth  while  to  mention  fo  minute  an  incident  as  that  at 
Vire,  over  a  barber's  Ihop  near  the  great  church,  we  faw — 
not  one  barber's  bafin  only,  but, — 

"  ^^iw^  Ijarber's  bafins, — placée! 
"  O'er  the  doorway." 

The  fingular  pradlice  recorded  in  the  lines, — 

"  Apple-trees  are  grown  befide 

"  Churchyards  where  the  dead  abide," 
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may  be  flill  obferved  in  very  many  parts  of  Normandy  ;  it 

firfl  attradled  our  notice   in    fome  churchyards  which  we 

paffed  on  the  road  to  Jumiéges  from  Caudebec, 

"  On  the  pleafant  banks  of  Seine."  * 

Of  the  friend  of  Le  Houx,  whofe  haplefs  fate  is  com- 

memorated  in  Vau-de-Vire  VI.  of  the  Second  Séries, — 

'  '  Alas,  dear  friend,  I  well  believe  thy  death 

"  Was  fad,  when  thou  wert  in  the  water  drowned," — 

the  name  is  unknoAvn.  A\Tien  the  fortrefs  of  Tombelaine, 
an  ifland  near  Mont  St.  Michel,  capitulated  on  the  8th  of 
November  1592,  Seguin  informs  us  that  "Z^  Vicomte  de 
"  Vire,  Louis  de  Greflain,  et  le  Seigneur  de  Grippon  fe 
"  noyèrent  le  même  jour  en  venant  à  terre  ;  "  •]-  but  whether 
that  event  may  hâve  been  hère  alluded  to,  is  matter  of  pure 
conje6lure. 

Farin  du  Gas,  (or  Dugafl,  as  it  has  often  been  printed), 
was  doubtlefs  one  of  the  mofl  confpicuous  of  thofe 

"  Bons  Virois, 
"  Et  compagnons  Galois," 

to  whofe 

"  lips  of  rofy  dye, 

"  With  great  jowls  in  purple  dight, 

"  Singing  thefe  new  Vaux-de- Vire,  " 

Le  Houx  was  wont  to  liflen  \nth  fuch  deledlation.  But 
of  the  refl  of  his  hiflory  we  know  no  more  than  can  be 
gleaned  from  this  Vau-de-Vire,  (III.  of  the  Séries  from  the 
Polinière  MS.) 

The  allufions  in  Vau-de-Vire  XIII.  of  the  Second  Séries, 
being  to  the  game  of  tennis,  may  feem  obfcure  to  thofe  not 
verfed  in  the  language  and  rules  of  that  game.  For  the 
benefit  of  the  uninitiated,  it  may  be  mentioned  that  "  fifteert 
"  and  a  bifque  "  are  a  fort  of  double  odds, — fiftecn  of  odds 

*  Remains  of  Arthur  Henry  Ilallam.     Privately  printed,  1853,  p.  46. 
t  Ilifloire  Militaire  des  Bocains  :  Vire,  1816,  p.  393. 
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towards  the  fcore,  and  alfo  an  additional  chance, — given  to 
one  of  the  players. 

Notwithflanding  Le  Houx's  fréquent  notice  of  the  ivy, 
or  of  the  ivy  and  yew-tree,  as  "  the  bufh,"  the  old  and  well- 
known  fign  of  a  tavern,  which  never  failed  to  excite  fuch 
enthufiafm  in  the  mind  of  the  bard,  perfonal  obfervation  has 
taught  us  that  throughout  Normandy,  at  the  prefent  time, 
the  favourite  evergreen  plant  commonly  ufed  for  that  purpofe 
is  neither  the  ivy  nor  the  yew,  but  the  miflletoe.  Whether 
by  his  "belle  lierre,"  of  which   Maiflre   Le  Houx  could 

Write  : — 

"  In  the  ivy  bufh  I  trace 
"  Plant  of  mofl  confummate  grâce  ; 
"  Showing  me  where  I  may  fill 
"  Goblets  in  a  fîtting  place," — 

he  intended  to  fignify  the  élégant  miflletoe  rather  than  the 
more  common  though  alfo  very  graceful  ivy,  or  whether  the 
botanical  fafhions  of  "the  tavern  and  bufh  for  its  fign" 
may  hâve  changed  in  the  centuries  which  hâve  elapfed  fmce 
his  time,  we  cannot  tell.  But  certainly  by  many  a  road- 
fide,  in  many  a  rural  village,  and  in  the  flreets  of  many  an 
ancient  to^\^l,  large  and  beautiful  garlands  of  that  délicate 
parafite  of  the  apple-tree,  fometimes  with  a  clufler,  or  a  crofs, 
of  coral  and  amber-coloured  apples  taflefully  arranged  in 
the  centre,  now  mofl  fitly  indicate  the  refrefhing  prefence  of 
cider,  the  produce  of  the  tree  on  which  the  miflletoe  chiefly 
finds  its  airj'  habitation  ; — 

'  '  And  if  my  verdicl:  you'll  believe, 

"  You  won't  receive 
"  Another  drink  in  Normandy  !  " 

J.  P.   M. 
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A    BACCHUS. 

Ie  vous  dédie  cecy,  bon  Denis,  chaffc-foing,  père  de  lieffe  ;  aufjl 
bien  auez  vous  ejlé  ïafource  cheualine  qui  ni'afaiâî  produire 
ces  Joyeufeiez,  après  auoir  e/lé  abbremiè  de  votre  fouefue  &> 
viuifiante  liqueur.  La  bonne  a  produit  les  meileurs  vers,  ô^ 
la  rnauuaife  les  pires.  Toutes/ois,  s'ilz  ne  fojit  ajfez  bien 
limés  &=  rythmés,  je  ne  m^enfoucie  gueres,  efpera?it  que  les 
bons  compagnofis,  qui  les  praticqueront  fur  le  vin,  ne  daigne- 
ront perdre  vn  Jeul  coup  a  boire,  pour  s'abufer  a  les  correâler. 
Je  crains  neantmoins  la  dent  famelicque  6^  la  langue  altérée 
de  ces  auares  rechignez,  qtii,  ayans  les  celiers  pleins,  fe  laijfe- 
roient  plujlojl  onporter  au  rheunie  à^  a  la  toux,  que  fe  re- 
chauffer Veflomach  d'vn  verre  de  leur  bon  vin,  qii'ilz  ne  boyuent 
s'il  fiefl  aigre  ô^  pouffé.  Leur  chappeau  gras,  leur  vifage 
blefme,  leur  mine  trifle  &"  leur  œil  enfoncé,  qui  fcmble 
toufioîirs  aguigncr  V héritage  de  leurs  voifins,  font  iugcr  que  chez 
eux  on  ne  pourroit  faire  mourir  la  foif  fans prciudice  du  ventre 
ér'  de  la  fanté.  QuHlz  miDinurcnt  donc,  le  bec  en  Veau,  tout 
leur  faoul,  tandis  que  vos  bons  fuppoflz,  faute  de  plus  fcricux 
dif cours,  s'' cfiouiront  honncflcjuejit  enfcmblc,  le  dos  aie  feu  6^ 
le  ventre  a  la  table,  tafchans  a  ?ie  laiffcr  le  vin  au  pot. 


TO   BACCHUS. 

This  work  I  dedicate  to  you,  kind  Dionyfos,  kill-care, 
father  of  mirth  ;  to  you,  the  true  Hippocrene  which  infpired 
me  with  thefe  gay  fongs,  after  my  thirft  had  been  quenched 
by  your  fweet  and  vivifying  liquor.  The  good  wine  has 
produced  the  better  verfes,  and  the  bad,  the  worfe  ones. 
At  ail  events,  if  they  be  not  finely  finifhed  in  polifh  and 
rhythm,  I  care  but  little  ;  hoping  that  the  jolly  companions 
who  will  pradlife  them  over  their  wine,  will  not  think  ot 
lofing  a  fingle  round  of  the  bottle,  to  waile  their  time  in 
corre6ling  them.  I  dread,  neverthelefs,  the  ravening  fang 
and  parched  tongue  of  thofe  grudging  mifers,  who,  having 
their  cellars  fuU,  would  rather  let  cold  and  cough  carry  them 
ofif,  than  warm  their  flomach  by  a  glafs  of  their  own  good 
wine  ;  which  they  will-  never  drink  till  it  is  four  and  fpoilt. 
Their  greafy  hat,  their  pallid  face,  their  woful  mien,  and 
funken  eye,  which  feems  ever  to  be  hankering  after  their 
neighbours'  héritage,  tell  us  that  in  their  houfes  one  could 
never  kill  thirfl,  without  doing  a  mifchief  to  one's  own 
flomach  and  health.  Let  them,  then,  go  on  grumbling,  with 
their  muzzles  in  water,  ail  alone  ;  whilil  your  good  lièges, 
for  want  of  more  ferious  difcourfe,  enjoy  themfelves 
honeflly  in  company,  with  their  back  to  the  fire  and  their 
breafL  at  the  table,  flriving  to  drain  well  the  wine-pot. 
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VAUTHEUR   A    SON  LIVRE. 

SONNET. 

Si  croyez  mon  confeil,  en  public  vous  ?i'irés  ; 
De  ces  vieux  vfuriers  qui  ne  beinians  qu^eau  pure, 
Et,  cfpargnans  leurs  biens,  hajlent  leur  fcpulturc, 
Petis  vers  biberons,  vous  ferez  cenfurés. 

Allez  donc,  malgré  moy,  puifque  le  defircs. 
Mais  hantes  ceux  qui  font  de  ioyeufe  nature, 
Et  qui  tiej^ajis  pouffez  d''auarice  ou  dhfurc, 
Cherchent  le  meilleur  vin  quand  Hz  font  altères. 

Fuyez  ces  beuueurs  d'eau  ô^  ces  vif  âges  fades, 
Le  régime,  la  diette  &  ces  tables  mai  fades, 
Ou  Pauare  ne  boit,  finon  en  rechignant. 

Fuyez  les  biberons,  fi  mauuaifc  efi  leur  vie  ; 

Et,  quoy  qu'on  ne  peut  bien  vous  chanter  qu'en  beuuant, 

Faifïcs  pourtant  toifiours  garder  la  modefiic. 
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THE   AUTHOR   TO    HIS   BOOK. 

SONNET. 

I  think,  O  little  book  of  drinking  fong, 
You  would  do  well  in  private  to  remain. 
Thofe  hoary  mifers,  who  pure  water  drain, 
And  flarve  themfelves,  will  cenfure  you  as  wrong. 

Yet,  if  you  won't  be  counfelled,  go  along. 

But  feek  companions  of  a  joyous  vein  ; 

Such  as,  uninfluenced  by  niggard  gain, 
When  they  are  tliirfly,  feek  wine  befl  and  flrong. 

Avoid  the  water-drinkers,  the  pale  face, 
Sick-diet,  and  inhofpitable  place 
Where  mifers  drink  not,  fave  begrudgingly  : 

Avoid  wine-drinkers,  if  their  life  be  naught. 
And  though,  that  with  full  charm  your  ftrains  bc  fraught, 
Sorae  drink  you  take,  take  it  with  modefly. 
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SONNET. 

Vous,  teiricques  cenfeiirs,  fuhHvtcs  granités, 
Que  rien  que  lefetdgain  ne  pourrait  faire  rire. 
Pour  vous  ie  n^ay  pas  faiH:  ces  gcntilz  Vau  de  Vire, 
Je  vous  banny,  mocqtieurs,  de  ces  ioyeufetés. 

Vous  blafincz  ces  chatifons  &=  vous  les  reiettés. 
Et  cuidez,  abbufez,  pour  du  bon  vin  efcrire, 
Que  ie  fois  grand  beuueur  !   Contre  vojlre  mefdire. 
Je  produis  mes  amis,  par  moy  les  plus  hantes. 

Foible  eji  complcxion,  je  hay  Viurongnerie  ; 
Mais,  penfant  refifler  a  ma  melancholie. 
Je  cerche  ceux  qui  font  de  jovial'  humeur. 

Four  n\flrefeul  muet  en  telles  gaillardifes 

Qu^ilz  cliantent  fans  exccz,  j'ay,fa7is  cflre  beuueur, 

FaiH:  pour  moy  ces  ciianfons,  IcHcur,  que  tu  mefprifes. 
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SONNET. 

Ye  crabbed  cenfors,  wifeacres  fublime, 

Who  never  fmile  but  when  of  gain  ye  hear, 
Not  for  you  made  I  thefe  fweet  Vaux-de-Vire  : 

Scoffers,  I  banifh  you  from  fuch  gay  time. 

Ye  blâme  thefe  fongs,  and  fpum  their  harmlefs  rhyme, 
And  flander  me  as  drunkard,  becaufe  dear 
I  hold  good  wine.     Avaunt  your  fpiteful  fneer  ! 

Friends  who  befl  knovv  me,  clear  me  of  fuch  crime. 

Feeble  in  health,  I  hâte  debauchery  ; 
But,  craving  to  refiil  melancholy, 
I  feek  companions  prone  to  jocund  ways. 

Not  to  be  mute  'mid  joyous  minflrelfies 
Soberiy  fung,  I,  fober,  made  thefe  lays, 
Which  thou,  O  Reader,  dofl  fo  Hghtly  prize. 
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Bacchica  hclla  mihi  nujic  fiuit  hcllanda  bibcndo  : 

An/ia  mihi  veniatit  optima  quœque  mcra. 
Debdlabo  fUim  magnis  ciim  viribus  hojlcm  : 

Oris  ficca  aditus  occiipat  illa  mei. 
Pro  lituo,  cantii  iiniat  hoc  accendere  Martcm, 

Verfibus  his  bibulis  tain  bona  vina  cano  ! 
Ne,  quœfo,  inuideas,  œi'is  cumiilator  &=  miri, 

Qui  toléras  fitiens  gîittui'a  ficca  diii  : 
Si puram  potare  libet  de  fontibus  vndam, 

Parce,  vel  in  mifero  pcBore  conde  nives. 
Nos  patere  incohimes  potu  ferucmiis  honcfio. 

Pocida  fi  bona  funt,  nonne  modcjla  minus 'i 
Nunc  tua  depromas,  /odes,  languentia  vina. 

Sunt  qid,  fi,  bona  funt,  pluris  &=  empta  bibenf. 

Non,  qîiot  funt  caiitus,  autJior  tôt  pocula  fumpfi  ; 

Ore  ctiam  fcci  hos  vel  fitiente  modos. 
Cogeris  ad  quofuis  ncc  fumei'e  pocula  cantus, 

Ne  die  :  ifia  fonant  cbria  verba  gulam. 
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Be  Bacchic  battles  my  wine-bibbing  boafl  : 
My  arms,  ail  wines  that  are  efleemed  the  moft. 
With  mighty  force  I  will  demolifh  thirfl, 
Who  now  my  mouth  attacks,  with  drought  accurll. 
For  trumpet-call,  I  roufe  this  war  with  fong  ; 
And  good  wines'  praife  in  drinking-flrains  prolong  ! 
Nor  envy  thou,  hoarder  of  brafs  and  gold, 
Whofe  throat  a  chronic  thirfl  doth  ever  hold  : 
By  thy  loved  draught,  from  purefl  fount  that  flows, 
Spare  me  ;  or  in  thy  cold  heart  heap  up  fnows. 
Pray  let  us  drink  in  peace  and  honefly  : 
Good  wine  's  not  worft  when  taken  foberly. 
Now  draw,  my  friend,  your  oldefl-bottled  wine  ; 
It  will  be  drunk,  though  dear,  if  it  be  fine. 

Not  as  the  fongs,  fo  did  I  goblets  take  ; 
Nay,  e'en  athirfl  would  I  thefe  numbers  wake. 
Nor  for  each  fong  need  you  a  goblet  drain, 
Nor  fay  :  "  Thefe  lines  fmack  of  too  vinous  vein." 
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A  VAUTHEUR  SUR  SON  LIVRE. 

Oeft  en  table,  on  jamais  ailleurs, 
On  me/me  v?i  fage  debiiroit  rire. 
Boire  ô^  manger  eji  font  meilleurs  ; 
Le  corps  bo7i  aliment  ett  tire. 
Qui  plus  naifuement  efcrire 
Eujl  peu,  pour  vn  fujet  beuuant  ? 
LE  HO  VX  d'vnjlyle  plus  fcauant 
Traiâîeroit  chofe  plus  altiere, 
Cecy  ne  doibt  donner  matière 
Uexcez  a  l'iurofigne  infenfè  ; 
Car  on  peut  bien  chanter  fans  boire 
Et  fans  que  Dieu  f oit  offencé. 

L  P.    V. 
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TO  THE  AUTHOR,  ON  HIS  BOOK. 

If  ever  wife  men  are  to  laugh, 

At  table,  be  fure,  is  the  place. 
Mirth  helps  them  to  eat  and  to  quafif, 

And  quickens  nutrition  apace. 

None  could  with  a  fprightlier  grâce 
Difcourfe  on  the  topic  of  wine  ; 
Although,  upon  matters  divine, 

Le  Hoicx  finer  language  could  ufe. 

Yet  let  not  his  varies  excufe 
The  lot,  in  his  bibulous  ways  ; 

For  men,  without  drinking,  may  choofe 
To  fing,  to  God's  name  giving  praife. 
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PREMIER    RECVEIL 

I. 

A  Vammir  ne  fuis  addonné, 

Et  fa^me  encore  moins  les  armes, 

Mais  le  vin,  des  que  ie  fus  ne, 

C efl  pourqtwy  f  en  fais  tous  mes  carmes. 

Lefubieâî  en  efi  il  pas  beau  ? 

Je  ne  veux  eflre  rimeur  d^eau. 

Qui  n!a  aultre  fcience 
Que  Cupidon  &=  f on  flambeau 
Celafent  bien  f on  macquereau  ; 

Il  en  efl  trop  en  France. 

Puis,  en  table,  auecfes  amis, 
Il  ne  faut  parler  que  de  boire. 
Le  grand  Alexandre  iadis 
Et  plufieurs  rois  en  firent  gloire. 
L'excez  ie  n^aprotcue  pourtant  : 
Mais  qui  s'altère  en  trop  chantant 

Peut  bien  trois  fois  ou  quatre 
Sans  vergongne  boire  d^aultant. 
Si  quclqu^vn  rHy  efl  confentant, 

Je  ni'en  vay  le  combatre. 

Il  ne  m^efl  plus  rcflé  de  quoy 
Me  défendre  en  cefle  bataille. 
Verfcz  de  rechef  ;  armes  7noy, 
De  peur  que  quclqu'vn  ne  vCaffaille. 
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FIRST    SERIES 


Love  is  no  favourite  of  mine  ; 

Still  lefs  I  care  for  feats  of  war  : 
But  much  I  doat,  from  birth,  on  wine 

Hence  ail  my  fongs  upon  it  are. 
Is  not  the  fubje6l  very  fair  ? 
I  don't  for  water-rhyming  care. 

AVho  treats  no  other  (lufiF 
Than  Cupid's  torch  and  flame, 
Plays  an  ill-favoured  game  ; 

In  France  are  fuch,  enough. 

Drink,  too,  is  the  foie  thème  we  ply, 

Sitting  at  table,  friends  befide. 
Great  Alexander  anciently, 

And  other  Kings,  it  glorified. 
Excefs,  however,  I  don't  praife  : 
Who  thirfls  when  chanting  many  lays, 

Has,  honeflly,  a  right 
Three  cups  or  four  to  drain  : 
With  him  who  would  reflrain 

That  number,  I  vvill  fight. 

But  for  fuch  combat  ail  defence 

For  fafeguard  I  at  prefent  lack. 

Pour  wine  afrefh  ;  my  arms  of  fence, 
To  ward  my  perfon  from  attack. 
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Si  le  Royfafaueur  donnoit 
A  celuy  qui  le  mieux  boiroit, 

Et  qu'il  me  peujl  congnoijîre, 
Cotnie  ou  Marquis  il  me  ferait. 
Pour  veoir  commetit  il  m'aduiendroit. 

Je  le  voudrois  bien  ejire. 


II. 

Ayant  le  dos  au  feu  ô^  le  ventre  a  la  table, 
EJlant  parmy  les  potz  pleins  de  vin  deleâlable, 

Ainfi  comme  vn  poulet 
Je  7ie  me  laijferay  mourir  de  la  pépie, 
Quajid  fen  deburois  auoir  la  face  cra^noifie 

Et  le  nez  violet. 

Quand  mon  nez  deuiendra  de  couleur  rouge  ou  perfe, 
Porteray  les  couleurs  que  cherijl  ma  maiflrcffc. 

Le  vin  rend  le  tainâî  beau  ! 
Vault  il  pas  mieux  auoir  la  couleur  rouge  on  viuc, 
Riche  de  beaux  rubis,  que  fi  palle  &>  chetiue 

Ainfi  qu^vn  beuueur  d''ca7i  ? 

On  7?i'a  deffe7idu  Veau,  au  nwins  en  bcuucrie, 
De  peur  que  ie  ne  tombe  en  vne  hydropifiie  ; 

Je  me  perdz  fi  f  en  boy. 
En  Veau  n'y  a  faueur.      Prendray  ic  pour  brcuuagc 
Ce  qui  n'a  poinci  de  goujl  ?    Mon  voifin  qui  efi  fage 

Ne  le  faiâî,  que  ie  croy. 

Qui  ayme  bien  le  vin  efi  de  bonne  nature. 
Les  mortz  ne  boyuent  plus  dedans  hi  fcpulturc. 

Lié  !  qui  fcait  s'il  viura 
Penh  cfirc  encor  demain  ?     C/iafions  nielancJioIir. 
Je  7'ay  boire  d'autant  a  afic  conpaignie  : 

Suyue  qui  m' ay niera  .'  .   .   . 
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Were  but  the  King's  mofl  favoured  one 
He  who  for  drinking  befl  was  known, 

And  the  King  but  knew  me, 
Count,  Marquis,  me  he'd  name  ; 
To  tafle  fuch  novel  famé, 

I  fain  that  one  would  be  ! 


IL 

Behind  me  the  fire,  and  the  table  before, 
Surrounded  by  pots  with  good  wine  brimming  o'er, 

I  do  not  propofe 
To  die,  Hke  a  chicken,  of  pip,  when  my  face 
A  rubicund  colour  ought  rather  to  grâce, 

And  purple  my  nofe. 

When  it  (hall  in  rofe  and  carnation  appear, 
The  colours  l'il  wear  to  my  miflrefs  are  dear  ; 

Wine  paints  them  fo  fair  ! 
'Tis  better  to  bloom  with  a  fine  hvely  red, 
Enriched  with  bright  rubies,  than  pallid,  half-dead, 

Cold  water  to  fhare  ! 

I  dare  not  ufe  water  for  drink,  I  confefs, 
Lefl  I  fall  into  dropfical  wat'rinefs  ; 

l'm  doomed  in  that  café. 
In  water's  no  favour.  Am  I  then  to  ufe 
So  taflelefs  a  hquid  ?     Wife  neighbours  refufe 

Such  péril  to  face. 

Good  lovers  of  wine  hâve  a  nature  that's  found. 
In  the  grave,  for  the  dead,  no  drinking  is  found. 

Who  knows  if  life  ends, 
Perchance,  ère  to-morrow  ?     Drive  forrow  away  ! 
m  drink,  and  for  ail  this  good  company  pray  : 

Come,  foUow  me,  fricnds  ! 
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III. 

Adam,  âeji  chofe  très  notoire, 
Ne  nous  etift  mis  en  tel  danger. 
Si,  au  lieu  du  fatal  manger. 
Il  fe  fujl  plujlojl  mis  a  boire. 

C'e/l  la  caufe  pourquoy  feuitte 
D'e/lrefur  le  manger  gourmand  : 
Il  eft  vray  que  ie  fids  friand 
De  vin,  quand  c'e/l  vin  qui  mérite. 

Et  pourtant,  la rf  que  je  m^aproche 
Du  lieu  ou  repaiflre  ie  veux, 
Je  vay  regardant  curieux 
Plujlojl  au  bïiffet  qu^a  la  broche. 

Lœil  regarde  ou  le  cueur  afpire  : 
Jay  cecy  par  trop  œillade. 
Verre  plein,  s'il  n'efl  tojl  vuidè, 
Ce  liejl  pas  V7i  verre  de  Vire. 


IV. 

Au  voifin,  de  ficbure  mourant. 

On  faifoit  boire  eau  de  la  bie. 
"  Hclas  !  vous  me  tuez,  dijoit  il  en  plorant, 
Me  deffendrc  le  vin,  c'cjl  m' arracher  la  vie. 

"  Helas  !  je  dcfirois  toufioiirs 
Mourir  auec  toy,  bon  brcuuage  ! 
Quand  fay  plus  que  jamais  bcjoin  de  ton  Jccours, 
Vu  médecin  lourdaut  me  dcffend  ton  vjage. 

"  Cher  amy,  ne  me  qui  H.  c  pas 
Sur  le  dernier  poinH,  de  ma  vie  ! 

Sans  toy,  j'Jlimerois  rigoureux  mon  trépas  ; 

Je  lie  puis  auoir  bien  hors  de  ta  compaiguic. 
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III. 

Adam,  it  is  (hrewdly  known, 

Had  not  caufed  our  fallen  flate, 
If,  in  lieu  of  what  he  ate, 

He  had  taken  drink  alone. 

Therefore  'tis  that  gluttony 
I  mofl  heedfuUy  avoid  : 
But  confefs  I  hâve  enjoyed 

Wine,  when  of  high  quality. 

And,  as  often  as  I  fit 

By  the  hoflel  where  I  dine, 
My  regards  do  more  incline 

To  the  beaufet  than  the  fpit. 

In  eye-glance  heart-hopes  appear  : 

Too  long  this  my  eyes  has  flrained. 
Full  wine-glafs,  not  fwiftly  drained, 

Would  be  no  wine-glafs  of  Vire. 


IV. 

To  my  good  friend,  half  in  his  grave 

With  fever,  they  well-water  gave. 
"  Alas  !"  he  faid,  and  wept, — "you'll  be  my  death 
"  Forbid  me  wine,  and  you  will  flop  my  breath. 

"  With  thee,  good  ^^'ine,  as  thou  dofl  know, 
"  I  fain  would  meet  the  mortal  blow. 
"  When  more  than  ever  I  hâve  need  of  thee, 
"  A  loutiOi  docflor  cuts  thee  off  from  me. 

"  Dear  friend,  forfake  me  not,  when  I 

"  Am  at  the  ver}^  point  to  die  ! 
"  Without  thee,  death  indeed  were  terrible  ; 
"  AVitliout  thy  prefence.  I  can  ne'er  be  well. 
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"  Si  Jeûneurs,  a  mes  bons  amis 

Ma  grande  bouteille  Je  laijfe  : 
Mais  que  pleine  elle  f oit  comme  elle  ejloit  iadis  : 
Jugeront  comme  moy  que  âejl  grande  richeffe." 

Ainfi  mon  voifin  foupiroit  ; 

Moy ,  f  eus  pitié  de  fa  mifere. 
Je  lui  donnay  du  vin  que  Von  luy  deffendoit  : 
La  fiebure  le  quiâla  fi  toji  quHl  eult  a  boire. 

Sur  cela  fondant  ma  raifon, 

Four  garir  vnefoif  maline, 
Et  Vennuy  que  me  faiêl  ma  femme  a  la  maifon, 
Jay  recours  au  bon  vin  comme  a  ma  médecine. 

Faute  de  mieux,  de  bon  p07fimé 
Bien  fouuent  je  prens  vne  dofe. 

Tant  bon  efl  cefluy  cy  qu^il  m^a  prefque  charmé. 

Encor  vn  pot  venant,  ô^  puis  qu^on  fe  repofe  ! 


V. 

Au  barbier  qui  la  barbe  oflc, 

Qui  ma  barbe  ofla, 
Et  a  la  mode  qui  trotte 

Qui  îJie  la  couppa, 
D'argent  il  ne  m^cn  coufia, 
Mais  je  luy  payay  chopinc, 
Quand  ilfccut  mon  origine, 

Que  feflois  Virois 
Et  compagiîon  Gallois. 

Si  je  fcauois  qu^en  la  forte 

On  me  deufl  payer, 
fe  pcndrois  dcuant  ma  porte 

Baffins  a  barbier, 
Et  comme  vn  boji  ouurier 
Je  dirois  a  tout  le  7>iotide  : 
"fe  TOUS  pry  que  ie  7<ous  /onde 
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"  My  largefl  bottle  to  dear  friends 
"  I  leave,  when  my  exillence  ends  : 

"  But  full  of  wine,  as  erfl  it  was  :  theyil  fee, 

"  As  I  do,  'tis  a  wealthy  legacy." 

My  neighbour  thus  bewailed  his  date  ; 

I  fympathifed  with  his  fad  fate  : 
I  gave  him  wine, — that  famé  forbidden  draught 
The  fever  left  him  foon  as  he  had  quaffed  ! 

From  which  I  gained  this  fcience  firil, 
That  to  affuage  malignant  thirfl, 
And  ail  the  worry  of  my  wife  at  home, 
I  to  good  wine,  as  to  my  med'cine,  come. 

When  better  phyfic  can't  be  had, 
Good  cider-treatment  is  not  bad  : 
This  is  fo  good,  it  makes  me  feel  half-blell  : — 
One  other  pot,  and  then  we'U  go  to  reil  ! 


The  barber,  beards  who  (hâves  away, 
My  beard  did  fhave  ; 

In  fmartefl  fafhion  of  the  day 

He  trimmed  it  brave  : 

To  him  no  money-fee  I  gave. 

But  paid  a  chopin  of  good  wine, 

Soon  as  he  leamed  my  origin, 

And  that  a  fon  of  Vire 
I  was,  and  jovial  compeer. 

Were  I  affured  that  in  like  tafle 

They  would  me  pay, 
Some  barber's  bafms  fliould  be  placed 
O'er  my  door-way  ; 
And  to  each  paffer-by  l'd  fay, 
Like  a  good  barber-workman  giuve, 
"  Kind  fu-,  let  me  thv  fair  beard  fhave  ; 
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Je  fuis  bon  Galois 
Et  compagnon  Virots." 

Quant  faurois  faiâi  la  befongne, 

Je  ferois  contant 
De  leur  dire  fans  vergongîie  : 

"  Ne  veux  poin6l  d'' argent  ; 
Mais  pour  la  foif  qui  me  pre?it 
De  bon  vin  payez  choppine  ; 
C'e/l  bon  loyer  pour  la  peine 

De  tout  bon  Galois 

Et  compagnon  Virois." 

Tout  piètre  plein  d'auarice 

Que  ie  congnoiflrois, 
A  filions,  fans  artifice, 

Tondre  le  voudi'ois  ; 
Et  le  plus  que  ie  pourrois 
D'argent  prendrois  pour  ma  peine, 
Pour  mener  boire  choppine 

Quelque  bon  Virois 

Et  compagnon  Gallois. 

VI. 

Beau  nez,  dont  les  rubis  ont  confié  mainte  pippe 

De  vin  blanc  ô^  clairet, 
Et  duquel  la  couleur  richement  particippe 

Du  rouge  &  violet  ; 

Gros  îiez,  qui  te  regarde  a  traucrs  vn  grand  verre 

Te  iugc  en  cor  plus  beau. 
Tu  ne  rcffcjnblcs  poinH:  ait  nez  de  quelque  hcrre 

Qui  ne  boit  que  de  Veau. 

Vn  coq  dinde  fa  gorge  a  toy  femblable  porte. 

CombicTi  de  riches  gens 
]SI\vit  pas  fi  riche  nez  ?     Pour  te  peindre  en  la  forte 
Il  faut  beaucoup  de  temps. 
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"  For  jovial  compeer 
"  I  am,  and  true-bom  fon  of  Vire." 

And  when  my  client's  chin  was  done, 
How  pleafed  l'd  be 

To  fay  to  hini  : — "  I  take  alone 

"  No  money-fee  : 

"  Rather  my  thirfl  would  a(k  of  thee, 

"  To  drink,  a  chopin  of  good  wine  ; 

"  An  ample  guerdon,  I  opine, 

"  For  jovial  compeer, 
"  Who  is  a  true-born  fon  of  Vire." 

If  wretch  replète  \vith  avarice 

I  fliould  behold, 
His  beard  Ihould  ridge-and-furrow-wife 

Be  rudely  poUed  : 
And  from  him  I  would  take  in  gold 
As  much  as  I  could  make  him  pay, 
To  afk  to  drink  a  chopin  gay 

Some  true-born  fon  of  Vire, 
Who  is  a  jovial  compeer. 


VI. 

Fair  nofe  !  whofe  rubies  many  pipes  hâve  cofl 

Of  white  and  rofy  wine, 
Whofe  colours  are  fo  gorgeoufly  emboffed 

In  red  and  purple  fine  ; 

Great  nofe  !  who  views  thee,  gazing  through  great  glafs, 
Thee  flill  more  lovely  thinks. 

Thou  dofl  the  nofe  of  créature  far  furpafs 
Who  only  water  drinks. 

No  Turkey-cock's  proud  throat  thy  tints  outvies. 

How  many  wealthy  folk 
Hâve  not  fo  rich  a  nofe  !     To  paint  fuch  d}es, 

Much  time  mufl  be  befpoke. 
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Le  verre  ejl  le  pinceau  duquel  on  f  enlumine  ; 

Le  vifi  eJl  la  couleur 
Dont  on  fa  pein6l  ainfi,  plus  rouge  qu'vne  guigne, 

En  beuuant  du  7neilleur. 

On  diâl  qu^il  nuijl  aux  yeux.     Mais  feront  Hz  lez  maijlres  ? 

Le  vin  ejl  garifon 
De  mes  tnaux.     J'aytne  mieux  perdre  les  deux  fenejlres 

Que  toute  la  maifon. 

VIL 

Boire  autant  de  fois  du  bon 
Qu^a  de  lettres  fiq/lre  nom, 
Cela  garit  noflre  vie 
De  f  oing  &■  inelancholie. 

fen  veux  auoir  le  cueur  net. 

Verfez  donc  dans  ce  goddet. 

Sur  ce  boire  d'excelence 
fen  veux  faire  experieiice. 

Mon  nom  efî  trop  court  vraymcnt, 
Veu  ce  brcuuage  excelent  ; 
fy  voudrois  bien  encor  mettre 
A  tout  le  moins  vne  lettre. 

Si  le  bremiagc  liefl  bon, 
]?in  fi mpk ment  fauray  ?tom  ; 
Mais  s'il  efl  plaifant  cv  digne. 
Mon  no7n  fera  Marc  Anthoine. 

VIII. 

Bon  vieil  droite  A?iacreon, 
On  f  ai  H:  C7icore  mœmoire 
De  toy,  qui,  bon  compagnon, 
Faifois  des  chanfons  a  boire. 
Pour  V amour  de  luy,  compère, 
De  ce  bon  piot  taflous  ! 
Mais  ce  nous  efl  vitupère 
De  boire,  fi  ne  chantons. 
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The  wine-glafs  is  the  brufli,  thy  form  to  fliow  ; 

The  colour  is  the  wine, 
Which  paints  thee  with  a  more  than  cherry  glow, 

Drinking  from  choicefl  vine. 

They  fay  it  hurts  the  eyes. — Are  they  to  choofe  ? 

But  wine  doth  ahvays  cure 
My  woes.     l'd  rather  both  the  windows  lofe, 

Than  the  whole  houfe,  l'm  fure. 

VII. 

To  drink  as  oft  of  Hquor  found 
As  letters  in  our  name  are  found, 
Is  fure  to  banifh  from  our  life 
AU  melancholy  care,  and  flrife. 

I  fain  would  purge  fuch  things  away. 
So  fill  this  flagon  full,  I  pray. 
On  beverage  fo  excellent 
l'il  try  the  faid  experiment. 

My  name's  too  fhort,  I  find,  in  truth, 
For  this  is  right  good  drink  in  footh  ; 
So  that  I  think  at  leafl  'twere  fit 
To  add  one  letter  unto  it. 

If  the  drink  be  a  meagre  one, 
l'il  only  hâve  the  name  oi  John  ; 
But  if  it  fine  and  fitting  be, 
My  name  fhall  be  Mark  Atitony. 

VIII. 

Quaint  old  Anacreon, 

To  thee  the  famé  belongs 
Of  boon  companion, 

Who  wrote  his  drinking-fongs. 
For  love  of  him,  my  friend, 

Let  us  this  good  wine  drain, 
And,  further  grâce  to  lend, 

Tune  up  a  drinking-flrain  ! 
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Doncq'  en  mœmoire  de  luy, 
Chacun  dife  vn  Vau  de  Vire. 
Ainfi  fe  paffe  l'ennuy. 
Le  mien  premier  te  vay  dire  : 
Mon  ciieur  ne  peut  pas  bien  rire, 
Si  ce  tHeJl  lors  que  ie  boy. 
O  /  que  àejî  vn  dur  martire, 
Bon  vin,  que  viure  fans  toy  ! 

Quand  il  ejl  force  raifins 
Et  que  bonne  efî  la  vandange, 
On  viflte  fes  voifns, 
On  ne  faift  poinâl  de  Veflrange  ; 
Le  dueil  en  lieffe  on  change  ; 
Tous  font  ioyeux  d^'  contans, 
Et  de  la  foif  on  fc  vange, 
Chantans  :    Viue  le  bon  temps  ! 

Ne  faiâles  point  plus  le  fin 
Que  toute  la  compaignie. 
Je  vay  boire  a  vous,  voifm, 
Et  a  voflre  bonne  amie. 
Prenez  garde,  ie  vous  prie. 
Maintenant  comme  ie  boy  ; 
Car  voflre  chanfon  finie. 
Faudra  faire  comme  j?wy. 


IX. 

Bon  vin,fay  moy  raifon  d'une  foif  7'iolcnte 
Dont  Je  fuis  au  gofier  ardantonent  épris, 
D'auoir  recours  a  toy,  lors  qu'elle  me  tourmente, 
feu  tiens  de  mes  aycux  Icfquclz  me  Vont  appris. 

Je  te  chcris  toufiours  comme  ma  propre  vie  ; 
Sans  toy,  bonfie  liqueur,  que  f croit  ce  de  moy  '^ 
Au ffi  fâchant  que  Peau  cfl  ta  grande  ennemie, 
Je  ne  la  puis  aymcr,  fout  pour  l'amour  de  toy. 
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Then,  to  his  memory, 

Each  fmg  a  Vau-de-Vire. 
So  taedium  will  fly  : 

Mine  firfl  l'il  carol  hère  : — 
My  heart  can  never  fmile 

When  for  my  drink  I  pine  ; 
O  'tis  a  torture  vile 

To  live  without  good  wine  ! 

When  vine  with  cluflers  bends, 

And  vintage-yield  is  good, 
One  vifits  then  one's  friends, 

Efcaping  folitude  ; 
Sad  fpirits  then  rejoice  ; 

Ail  glad  and  gay  we  fee  ; 
We  punifh  thirfl,  our  voice 

Singing  :  "  O  time  of  glee  !  " 

My  friends,  than  ail  the  refl 

Don't  lefs  frank-hearted  prove. 
Your  health  !  and  hers,  whom  beft 

Within  your  heart  you  love. 
And  notice,  my  good  friend, 

How  I  now  drink  to  you  : 
When  your  fong's  at  an  end, 

Your  bumper  will  enfue. 


IX. 

Good  wine,  avenge  me  on  a  raging  thiril 

By  which  my  tliroat  is  violently  caught. 

To  hâve  recourfe  to  thee,  when  tortured  firfl, 
Was  by  my  fires  the  leffon  to  me  taught. 

I  ever  cherifh  thee  as  my  own  life  ; 

Without  thee,  liquor  dear,  what  fate  would  me 
Befall  ?     I,  confcious  of  thy  deadly  flrife 

With  watcr,  hâte  it,  ail  for  love  of  thee. 
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Leau  monjlre,  a  fon  effeâî,  qu'a  boire  elle  n!ç/l  bonne  ; 
Elle  rend  F  homme  eticque  &  palle  ô^  morfondu  ; 
Mais  toy,  tu  rendz  gaillarde  ô^  faîne  la  perfotme, 
JO argent  qiûon  met  pour  toy  tiefl  poin6l  argent  perdu. 

Puifque  je  fayme  ta?ît,  il  faut  que  Je  te  baife  ; 
Il  faut,  vin  amoureux,  que  ??ie  baifes  auffi. 
Je  ne  m^en  iray  poinâl,  tant  Je  fuis  a  mon  aife, 
Tandis  que  ie  fcauray  que  tu  feras  icy. 


X. 

Ces  gens  la  me  font  rire 
Qui  font  les  grans  doâleurs  ; 
Neantmoins,  a  vray  dire, 
Ne  font  que  piaffeurs. 
Qui  de  cq/lé  fouuent  iettent  r œillade, 
Brauans  fur  V7i pau'e, pour  veoir  s^oti  les  regarde. 

Quand  on  faiâî  bonne  chère 
Parmy  les  gobeletz, 
Qu^on  difl  chanfons  a  boire, 
Hz  demeurent  7nuetz. 
A  mon  aduis,  ce  n^ efl  grande  fageffe 
Eflre  fans  dire  tnot  parmy  tant  de  Jeuneffc. 

Puifqu^en  table  Hz  fe  trouuent 
Sans  propos  ô^  dif cours, 
Je  penfe  qiiUlz  ne  pcuuent 
Bien  difcourir  d^ajnours. 
Hz  7ic  fcauroiefit  chanter  un  Vau  de  Vire. 
Fatit  quHlz  incnncnt  a  notes,  afin  de  les  ifi/lruire. 

Au  al  cefle  venelle 
Ce  bon  boire  verfoiis. 
Toute  la  kyrielle 
De  droites  ô^  garçons, 
Je  boy  a  vous,  car  beaucoup  ic  vous  prife  : 
Et  puis  ic  vous  diray  nouuelles  de  Dcnife. 
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Water,  if  drunk,  entails  refults  not  good  ; 

For  it  niakes  mortals  heélic,  pallid,  pained  ; 
Thou  giv'fl  my  body  health  and  hardihood, 

The  money  fpent  on  thee  is  money  gained. 

Since  I  fo  love  thee,  I  muft.  hâve  a  kifs  ; 

O  loving  wine,  thou  too  mufl.  now  kifs  me. 
I  will  not  go,  fince  I  find  ample  blifs. 

In  only  knowing  that  hère  thou  wilt  be. 


X. 

Thofe  coxcombs  make  me  fmile 

Who  feign  deep  leaming's  tone, 
And  yet  are  ail  the  while 
Mère  ftrutting  fops  alone, 
Who  often  cafl  a  furtive  glance  afide, 
And  curvet  in  the  ftreets,  to  fee  if  they  are  eyed. 

Where  men  make  goodly  cheer, 
And  brimming  goblets  drain, 
Singing  a  Vau-de-Vire, 

Thofe  others  .dumb  remain. 
I  hold  it  is  not  very  wife,  in  footh, 
Never  to  fpeak  one  word  among  fo  many  youtli. 

Doubtlefs,  fmce  thus  they  fail, 

At  table,  aught  to  fay, 
They  could  not  tell  a  taie 
Of  love,  in  loving  way  : 
Nor  cheerful  Vau-de-Vire  fmg  in  their  turn  : 
They'U  hâve  to  come  to  us,  and  fee  if  they  can  learn. 

Through  this  small  lane  let's  try 

To  pour  this  good  drink  down. 
To  ail  you,  company 

Of  drolls,  and  lads  in  town, 
I  drink,  becaufe  you  ail  I  fo  regard  ; 
And  then,  Fil  tell  you  news  of  Denife  that  l've  heard. 
c 
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Denife  ayant  bien  loingfaiâî  maint  voyage 

Et  les  guerres  hanté, 
Diâl  neantmoins  auoir  fon  pucelage 

Encore  rapporté. 
Bon  cueur,  garçons  !  elle  n'e/l  pas  perdue, 

Elle  ejl  reuenue  Denife, 
Elle  ejl  reuenue  ! 


XI. 

Ce  vin  vaut  bien  le  chariage  : 
Il  va  en  Vabaye  du  Bec. 
On  en  trempera  Vhyfophage 
Que  Von  ne  peut  endurer  fec. 
En  carefme  cejle  boiffon 
Seruira  de  faulce  au  poiffon. 

Pretidre  impojl  fur  fi  bon  breuuagc, 
C'e/l  prendre  iinpofl  fur  la  fanté. 
Mefcha7it  fut  fi  cruel  vfagc 
Quiconcque  a  Jadis  inuc?itc  ! 
Sans  luy  auecques  pcii  d^ argent 
Nous  boirions  plus  librement. 

Mais,  bo7i  vin,  je  p7-ens  patience  : 
Je  veux,  en  dépit  de  rimpofl. 
Te  faire  entrer  dajis  tua  defpejice  ; 
Car  fans  toy  je  inourrois  bien  tofl, 
Tu  es  refuedefouuerain 
A  pluficurs  matix  du  cotps  hujnain 

fay  fouueîit,  faute  de  potage, 
Veu  la  chair  qui  au  pot  brulloit  : 
Si  elle  n'efi  fouuent  a  nage, 
La  freffure  aux  cofies  tiendroit. 
Vn  auare  efl  fo?-t  mal  bafty  ; 
Il  meurt  le  poulmo^i  tout  rolly. 
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Denife,  far  countries  having  fought, 

And  followed  the  campaign, 
Says,  fhe  her  maidenhood  has  brought 
Uninjured,  back  again. 
Rejoice  then,  youths  !     Not  loft,  again 
She  is  corne  back  Denife, 
Corne  back  again  ! 


XL 

This  wine  well  will  carriage  pay  : 
In  it  goes  to  Bec's  Abbaye. 
That  œfophagus  'twill  cure 
Which  can  never  drought  endure. 
Such  good  drink  will  ferve  in  Lent 
As  fifh-fauce  and  condiment. 

Impofl  put  on  wine  fo  good 
Were  to  tax  health's  hardihood  : 
Villanous  were  fuch  abufe, 
And  whoever  taught  its  ufe  ! 
But  for  him,  though  we  were  poor, 
We  might  drink  of  ampler  flore. 

But,  good  wine,  I  patient  wait  : 
I  will,  (though  the  tax  I  hâte), 
Still  to  pay  thy  charges  try  ; 
For  without  thee  I  Ihould  die. 
Thou  art  fovran  remedy 
For  much  human  mifery. 

Often,  when  I  foup  had  not, 

l've  watched  méat  burn  in  the  pot  : 

If  not  kept  a-boiling  quick, 

To  the  fides  the  tripe  would  flick. 

Mifers  are  fo  ill  pun-eyed, 

That  they  die  with  lungs  decayed. 
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Les  aduocatz  rHen  meurent  guère, 
Qui  boyuetit  auec  les  cliens, 
Ayans  vne  bonne  matière, 
Hz  s'e?i  lauent  fort  bien  les  dens. 
O  !  que  cejî  ejlat  m'aggreroit, 
Car,  fi  on  n^y  gaigne,  on  y  boit. 

XII. 

Chantre  de  table  ê^  beuueur 

M'e/l  iniure  ordinaire  ; 
Mais  chacun  a/on  humeur  ; 
Je  n'y  fcaurois  que  faire. 
Liqueur,  chère  amie. 
Pour  la  calomnie 
Ne  crains  poinil  !  Je  fois  tondu,  fi  jamais  je  f  oublie  ! 

Serois  ie  bien  s' idiot, 

Soubz  V ombre  d'une  iniure, 
En  laiffant  le  vin  au  pot, 
Uejire  traiflre  a  nature  ? 
O  gentil  breuage  ! 
Ce  ferait  dommage 
Qu'en  fin  on  te  fifl  feruir  de  vinaigre  au  potage. 

Toufiours  dans  le  vin  vermeil 

Et  aultre  liqueur  bonne. 
On  void  vn  petit  foleil 
Qui  frétille  6^  rayonne. 
Cela  eft  vn  fignc 
Que  le  vin  ejl  digne. 
C eft  pour  en  boire  qu' on  prend  tant  de  peine  a  la  vigiir. 

Quand  f  ay  la  foif  au  goficr. 

Pour  cor  je  prens  ma  taffe  ; 
Lj:  vin  me  fer t  de  limier 
Pour  luy  faire  la  chaffe. 
EV  s'en  cfl  fuye  ! 
Paffons  noflrc  vie 
En  ce  doux  contentement,  mon  voifin,  je  vous  prie  ! 
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Drinking  with  his  clients,  fate 
So  kills  not  the  Advocate. 
With  a  goodly  caufe  to  plead, 
He  can  wafli  his  teeth  indeed. 
How  that  calHng  would  me  pleafe  ! 
If  they  lofe,  they  drink  at  eafe  ! 

XII. 

A  table-minflrel  and  a  fot, — 
Men  often  call  me  fo  ; 
But  each  to  his  own  tafle,  I  wot  : 
I  don't  care  much,  I  know. 
Dear  beverage, 
Though  flander  rage, 
I  never  will  forget  our  friendfhip,  l'il  engage  ! 

Could  I  a  dotard  be  fo  dull, 

From  dread  of  fuch  difgrace, 
As  leave  the  flagon  flanding  fuU, 
Traitor  to  nature's  race  ? 
O  gentle  name, 
It  were  a  fhame 
For  cruet-vinegar  fuch  noble  wine  to  claim. 

Ever  within  the  rofy  wine, 
Or  other  liquor  rare, 
There  feems  a  tiny  fun  to  fhine, 

Which  gleams  and  glitters  there. 
That  is  a  fign 
Of  goodly  wine, 
To  drink  of  which  leads  men  to  cherifli  fo  the  vine. 

When  in  my  throat  a  thirfl  is  found, 

My  bugle-horn's  my  cup  ; 
The  wine  goes  with  me,  as  a  hound, 
The  hunt  to  foUow  up. 

"  Gone,  gone  away  !" — 
Neighbour,  I  pray, 
May  we  fo  })afs  our  life  in  glad  content  and  play  1 


CHANSONS  DU  VAU  DE  VIRE. 


XIII. 

Oejî  icy  que  ie  veux  cercher 
La  pierre  philofophale  ; 
Oejl  icy  que  ie  veux  foufler  : 
Mon  fourneau,  ce  fera  fna  fale. 

Mon  foleil,  c'efl  le  vin  fans  eau, 
Le  bon  fidre,  c'e/l  mon  mercure. 
Je  les  mettray  dans  mon  fourneau 
Tous  purs  comme  Hz  font  de  nature. 

Y  deuffe  ie  employer  mon  bien, 
Je  ne  veux  poin^  d'aultre  alchymie  ; 
Encore  n'y  perdray  ie  rien. 
Car  boire  contente  ma  vie. 

O  quinte  effence  de  pommier  ! 

Si  toufiours  fen  beiiuois  de  telle, 

Seroit  cefubie^  pour  juger 

Qu^il  me  faut  mettre  en  curatelle  ?  .  . 

XIV. 

Certes  hoc  vinum  eil  bonus  ! 

Du  mauuais  latin  ne  nous  chaille  ; 

Si  bien  congru  liefloit  ce  jus, 

Le  tout  ne  vaudroit  rien  qui  vaille. 

Ef  coller,  f  appris  que  bon  vin 

Aide  bien  au  mauuais  latin. 

Ccflc  fentciicc  praticquani. 
De  latin  je  n^cji  appris  guère, 
Y penfant  eflre  affezfcauant, 
Fuiftiue  bon  vin  j^aymois  a  boire. 
Lorfquc  mauuais  vin  on  a  bcii. 
Latin  n^efl  bon,  fufl  il  congru. 

Fy  du  latin  !  parlons  françois  , 
Je  niy  rccouiinois  dadnantage. 
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XIII. 

Tis  hère  that  I  the  queil  defire 

Of  philofophic  flone  ; 
My  throat  fhall  be  my  furnace-fire  ; 

Hère  be  my  bellows  blown. 

My  fun  fhall  be  unwatered  wine  ; 

Good  cider,  mercury  ; 
l'il  put  them  in  this  fire  of  mine 

In  native  purity. 

Should  I  on  them  expend  my  wealth, 

No  alchemy  but  this 
Would  I  defire  for  gold  or  health  ; 

For  drinking  is  my  bhfs. 

Quinteffence  of  the  apple-tree  ! 

Were  I  to  drink  thee  dry, 
Would  that  fufhcient  reafon  be 

To  doubt  my  fanity  ? 

XIV. 

Certes^  hoc  vinum  ejî  bofius. 

Never  mind  a  Httle  fin 
In  my  Latin  :  but  to  us 

Bad  wine  is  not  worth  a  pin. 
in  my  fchool-boy  days  I  found 
Good  wine  makes  bad  Latin  found. 

Pradlifmg  that  maxim  well, 

Latin  learned  I  fcarce  a  jot  : 
So  that  I  could  only  tell 

That  I  loved  the  good  wine-pot. 
I  f  men  drink  bad  wine,  be  fure 
They  no  Latin  can  endure. 

Fie  on  Latin  1   French  let's  mind  ; 
That  I  Rudied  with  more  crafl. 
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Je  veux  boire  vne  bonne  fois, 
Car  voicy  vn  mai/ire  brmuage. 
Certes,  fi  f  en  beuuotsfouuent, 

Je  deuiendrois  foft  éloquent. 

Pendant  que  ce  vin  faualois, 
Qui  me  chatouilloit fur  la  langue, 
Il  mefembloit  que  je  faifois 
En  court  quelque  belle  harangue. 
J'auois  bien  du  contentement.   .   . 
Mais  il  s'e/l  paffé  viflement  ! 


XV. 

LE  VIEILLARD. 

Confeillez  moy  pour  mafantè, 
Car  vous  fcauez  la  médecine  ; 
Et  vous  ferez  bien  contenté. 

LE    MEDECIN. 

Pour  vous  fcmploiray  ma  doâîrinc, 

Vous  conf cillant  fidellcment, 

Et  ne  veux  poinB  de  voflre  argent. 

LE    VIEILLARD. 

Que  faut  il  pour  ma  toux  garir 
Et  le  rheume  qui  me  tourmente 
Et  cuide  7ne  faire  7nourir'i 

LE    MEDECIN. 

Recipe  du  jus  de  la  plante 
Qui fe foiflient  par  echalas 
Deu^  ou  trois  fois  a  ton  repas. 

LE    VIEILLARD. 

Jay  Pe/Ioviach  dcbilitc, 
Si  bien  qu'a  grand'peinc  il  diggcrc 
APengcndrant  vne  crudité. 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  25 

Let  me  drink  long  ;  for  I  find 

This  wine  good  as  can  be  quaffed. 
Were  I  oft  to  tafle  its  flow, 
I  mofl  éloquent  fliould  grow. 

While  I  drank  the  wine, — (that  fort 
My  tongue  tickled,  I  confefs), — 

I  dreamt  that  I  made,  in  court, 
Some  grandiloquent  addrefs. 

O  how  pleafed  I  felt,  and  gay  ! — 

Ah,  it  fwiftly  pafled  away  ! 


XV. 

OLD    MAN. 

I  afk  your  counfel  for  my  health  ; 

In  your  great  wifdom  I  confide  ; 
'Twill  add,  too,  fomewhat  to  your  wealth. 

PHYSICIAN. 

For  you  my  beft.  fkill  fhall  be  tried. 
For  you  prefcribing  faithfully  ; 
And  I  décline  your  proffer'd  fee. 

OLD    MAN. 

What  mufl  I  take  to  cure  my  cough, 

And  this  continuai  catarrh 
Which  threatens  foon  to  eut  me  ofî? 

PHYSICIAN. 

Recipe  : — Juice  of  plants  that  are 
Well  trained  around  vine-pole  to  climb  ; 
Take  twice  or  thrice  at  each  meal-time. 

OLD    MAN. 

I  fuffer  great  debility 

Of  flomach  :  hardly  can  digefl, 
Engendering  a  crudity. 
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LE    MEDECIN. 

Recipe  pour  ton  ordinaire 
Et  te  donne  a  trauers  les  dens 
Du  rouge  cyrop  d'Orléans. 

LE    VIEILLARD. 

La  goutte  aux  ioinâlures  des  os 
Me  tient  alors  que  le  temps  change, 
Si  bien  que  f  en  perdz  le  repos. 

LE    MEDECIN. 

De  decoâîion  de  vandange 
Recipe  trois  voltes  ô^  plus  : 
Nefonge  tafit  en  tes  efcus. 

LE    VIEILLARD. 

Tous  vos  Recipes/i?;?/  de  vin. 
Le  vin,  ejl  ce  chqfe  fi  bomiel 
Sans  luy  ne  feriez  médecin  ! 

LE    MEDECIN. 

A  tous  ceux  la  le  vin  fordo?me, 
Qui  en  liumeur  inefont  égaux, 
Car  le  vin  garit  tous  mes  maux. 

XVI. 

Compaigfion  marinier, 
Grande  cs^  pleine  ejl  la  mer  ; 
Le  flot  bat  au  riuage. 
Il  faut  prendre  ce  bort, 
Car  le  veut  cfl  trop  fort. 
Ne  perdons  poinft  courag<  .' 

Las  !  je  crains  bien  que  l'eau 
N'ait  dedans  ce  bateau 
Entre  durant  l'orage. 
Sus  f  compagnon,  tirons 
La  pompe  ô^  la  l'uidons  .' 
Ne  pci-dous  poinfl  courapr  .' 
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PHYSICIAN. 

Recipe  : — Daily,  as  is  befl, 
Adminifter,  in  dental  way, 
Red  fynip  of  the  Orléanais. 

OLD    MAN. 

In  change  of  weather  goût  doth  keep 

The  joints  of  ail  my  bones  in  pain, 
So  that  at  night  I  cannot  fleep. 

PHYSICIAN. 

Recipe  : — Three  times  o'er,  again, 
And  more,  décoction  of  the  vine  ; 
Don't  heed  fo  much  thofe  cro^\^ls  of  thine. 

OLD    MAN. 

Your  Recipes  are  always  wine. 

Is  Avine  fo  very  good  a  thing  ? 
Without  it,  fails  your  medicine  ! 

PHYSICIAN. 

l'm  always  fafe  in  ordering 
Thofe  of  my  humour  fuch  a  dofe  ; 
For  wine  alone  cures  ail  my  woes. 


XVI. 

My  fhip-mate,  now  d'ye  fee 
How  high  and  fuU  the  fea  : 

The  wave  rolls  on  the  fhore. 
On  t'other  tack  let's  fail, 
Too  flrongly  blows  the  gale  : 

Don't  let  us  give  hope  o'er  ! 

Alas  !  the  water  may 

Through  leaks  hâve  forced  its  way 

Amid  the  tempefl's  roar  : 
Let's  man,  my  fhip-mates  flout, 
rhe  pumps,  and  pump  it  out  ! 

Don't  let  us  give  liope  o'er  ! 
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N'ay ans  plus  rien, /mon 
Le  trincquet,  qui f oit  bon, 
Sa  voile  às^fon  cordage, 
Il  nous  le  faut  hauffer 
Pour  mauuais  temps  paffer, 
Ne  perdons  poinêî  courage  ! 

Le  vaiffeau  trop  chargé 
EJl  beaucoup  foulage. 
La  charge  ô^  Vequipage 
Efi  prefque  dans  le  port  : 
C'e/l  vn  grand  reconffort. 
Ne  perdons  poinâî  cotcrage  ! 

Compagnon  marinier. 
Nations  plus  fur  la  mer, 
Car  je  crains  le  ?iauffrage. 
Mais  fl  le  bateau  plein 
Faiâl  trafic  de  ce  vin, 
Ne  perdons  poinB  courage  ! 

Ce  qui  nous  efl  reflé 

Efl  ore  enfeureté. 

Si  refaifons  voyage, 

Faut  le  vaiffeau  tourner 

Pour  le  recalfcutrer. 

Ne  perdons  poinâl  courage  ! 


XVII. 

C^e/l  affes,  troupe  honorable, 
De  ces  gcntilz  chatitz  Virois  ; 
Il  faut  fe  leucr  de  table. 
Le  rcjlc  a  vnc  au  lire  fois  ,■ 

Car  peut  cflrc 

Que  le  mai/Ire, 
Qui  nous  affemble  ccans, 

N'ofc  dire 

Le  martyre 
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Since  now  we've  no  device 
But  the  main-brace  to  fplice, 

With  fail  and  ropes  it  bore, 
Let's  clear  and  hoifl  away, 
To  (leady  the  fliip's  way  : 

Don't  let  us  give  hope  o'er  ! 

The  veffel,  laden  full, 
Begins  to  right  her  hull  ; 

The  harbour's  to  the  fore  : 
The  cargo  and  the  crew 
We  now  with  comfort  view. 

Don't  let  us  give  hope  o'er  ! 

My  (hip-mate,  now  d'ye  fee, 
No  more  let's  go  to  fea, 

For  fliipAvreck  I  abhor. 
But  if  our  veffel  fine 
Make  profit  of  this  wine, 

Don't  let  us  give  hope  o'er  ! 

Ail  that  our  traffic  gains 
In  fafety  now  remains  : 

Let's  go  to  fea  once  more. 
Heel  the  fhip  on  her  beam, 
Let  caulkers  clofe  each  feam, 

Don't  let  us  give  hope  o'er  ! 


XVII. 

'Tis  now  time,  mofl  worfliipful  friends, 

That  thefe  gentle  Vaux-de-Vire  ceafed 
At  prefent  our  banqueting  ends. 

The  refl  will  await  future  feafl  ; 
For  you  fee 
Perhaps  he 
Who  kindly  invited  us  hère, 
Our  good  hofl 
May  be  croft, 
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Et  mal  que  luy  font  les  dcns. 
Souue?it  incommodité 
Prouient  d'auoir  trop  chanté. 

Mais  il  eji  trop  volontaire 
Pour  auoir  le  cucur  marry 
Uauoir  veu  la  bonne  chère 
Que  nous  auons  faiâî  chez  luy. 

Monfieur  rhojte, 

Voyez,  fq/le, 
Mon  bonnet  honnejîemcnt. 

On  7ne  prie 

Que  ie  die 
Qu!on  vous  rend  grâce  humblement, 
Mais,  fi  le  vin  rejle  au  pot. 
Qu'il  ejl  encor  de  Pefcot. 

Faiâîes  en  lauer  la  bouche 
A  quelques  vus  d'entre  nous, 
Auant  qu'vn  varlct  y  touche, 
Puifque  tout  dépend  de  vous. 

Je  ne  cure, 

Je  vous  jure. 
Jamais  ma  bouche  aultrcvicnf. 

NoJlre  hojleffe. 

Je  vous  laiffe 
Mille  mercis  en  paymcnt. 
Cecy  feroit  ejuenté  : 
J'en  boy  a  vojlrefantc .' 

J'ay  ouy  dire  a  jna  grand'nwre, 
(Toujours  des  vieux  on  apprend) 
Que  de  la  goutte  dernière 
La  bonne  chère  dépend. 
Bonne  fcnunc. 
Que  to7î  ame 
Puijfe  ejlre  au  ciel  en  repos  ! 
J'ay  enuie. 
Si  j'ay  vie, 
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And  martyred  by  toothache  fevere  ; 
Extrême  vocal  efforts  oft  caufe 
Some  flifTnefs  and  pain  of  the  jaws. 

But  he  is  too  gallant,  no  fear, 
To  be  in  his  fpirit  diflreft. 
Becaufe  of  the  excellent  cheer 

Each  of  us  has  made  as  his  guefl. 

Mafter  hofl 

I  now  toall, 
With  bonnet  politely  up-raifed, 

And  ail  pray 

Me  to  fay 
How  very  fmcerely  you're  praifed  ; 
But  if  \nne  remain  in  the  pot, 
We  flill  hâve  to  reckon  the  fhot. 

Let  fome  of  the  party  be  quick, 

And  wafh  their  mouth  well  with  the  cup, 
Ere  ever  a  varlet  can  lick 

The  precious  refiduum  up. 

I  can  fwear 

That  I  care 
No  other  tooth-tincture  to  fwill. 

Hoflefs  mine, 

I  confign 
In  thanks  the  amount  of  the  bill. 
This  wine  would  be  fpoilt  in  the  air  : 
I  drink  to  your  health  what  is  there  ! 

My  grandmother  preached  to  her  friends, — 

(One  picks  wrinkles  up  from  the  old), — 
That  good  cheer  entirely  dépends 

On  the  lafl  drop  the  bottle  doth  hold. 
In  Heaven 
Be  given 
Good  foui,  to  your  fpirit  repofe  I 
If  I  live, 
I  will  ftrive 
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Uenfuyure  bien  tes  propos. 
Quand  fur  le  bon  vin  iefuis, 
J'en  laiffe  moins  que  ie  puis. 


XVIII. 

De  nousfe  rid  le  François  ; 

Mais,  vrayment,  quoy  quHl  en  die. 

Le  fildre  de  Normandie 

Vault  bien  f  on  vin  quelques  fois. 

Coulle,  aualle,  loge,  loge  ! 

n  faiêî  grand  bien  a  la  gorge  ! 

Ta  bonté,  o  fidre  beau, 

De  te  boire  me  comcie  ; 

Mais  pour  le  moins,  ie  te  prie. 

Ne  me  trouble  le  cerueau. 

Coulle,  aualle,  loge,  loge  ! 

Il  fai6l  grand  bien  a  la  gorge  ! 

Je  ne  perdz  poinâî  la  raifon 
Pourtant  a  force  de  boire. 
Et  ne  vay  point  en  cholcre 
Tempefler  a  la  maifon. 
Coulle,  aualle,  loge,  loge  ! 
Ilfaiâl  grand  bien  a  la  gorge  f 

Voifin,  nefonge  en  proch  ; 
Pren  le  bien  qui fe  pref ente. 
Mais  que  Vho7nmefe  co7itentc. 
Il  en  a  toufiours  affcz. 
Coulle,  aualle,  loge,  loge  ! 
Il  faiâl  grand  bien  a  la  gorge  ! 

Efl  pas  cefluy  la  logé  ? 
En  efl  il  demeuré  goutte  ? 
De  lafoif  que  ie  redouble 
Je  me  fuis  très  bien  vangc. 
Coulle,  aualle,  loge,  loge  ! 
Il  faifl  g)- and  bien  a  la  gorge  ! 
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To  follow  the  courfe  you  propofe. 
For  when  I  fall  in  with  good  wine, 
To  leave  it  I  flirewdly  décline  ! 

XVIII. 

At  us  the  Frenchman  often  laughs  ; 
But  yet  fometimes,  for  ail  his  cry, 
The  cider  of  our  Normandy 

Is  more  than  worth  the  wine  he  quaffs. 

Down  it  goes  ;  try,  try  ! 

The  throat  it  comforts  mightily  ! 

Your  excellence,  O  cider  brave  ! 

Leads  me  a  draught  of  you  to  choofe  ; 

I  only  beg  you  won't  confufe 
The  wits  my  fober  brain  may  hâve. 
DoA\Ti  it  goes  ;  try,  try  ! 
The  throat  it  comforts  mightily  ! 

Neither  do  I  lofe  ail  my  wit, 

When  I  indulge  in  drink  I  love, 
Nor  yet  tempelluoufly  move 

About  the  houfe,  diflurbing  it. 

Down  it  goes  ;  try,  try  ! 

The  throat  it  comforts  mightily  ! 

Don't  dream  of  any  lawfuit,  friend  : 

Jufl  take  the  good  that  comes  to  thec  ; 
Let  man  with  that  contented  be  ; 

Then  Heav'n  enough  doth  always  fend. 

Down  it  goes  ;  try,  try  ! 

The  throat  it  comforts  mightily  ! 

Well  down  has  ail  that  cider  part.  ? 

Does  there  remain  one  fmgle  drop? 

My  thirfl.  I  hâve  contrived  to  flop  ; 
l'm  well  avenged  on  it  at  lafl. 
Down  it  goes  ;  try,  try  ! 
The  throat  it  comforts  mightily  ! 
n 
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XIX. 

Difons  a  Dieu  aux  gentilz  Vau  de  Vire  : 
Le  temps  Ticjl  plus  qu^on  les  doibue  chanter, 
Puifqi^on  nous  faiâî  tant  de  maux  fupporter. 
Noz  deuanciers  tiauoient  tant  de  martyre. 

La  paix  ejioit  &'  nous  ations  la  guerre  ; 
Etfe  chaffoit  lafoifa  bon  tnarché  ; 
Mais  dît  depuis  qiie  s'e/l  crm  le  péché  ; 
Oti  voîdfouimit  infertile  la  terre. 

Chacun  faifoit  a  Vire  marchandife. 
Et  les  marchandz  ejloient  en  grand  honneur  ; 
Ores  chacun  s'e/lime  grand  feig?ieur, 
Aymant  V orgueil,  pareffe  o;^  fria?idife. 

Des  botis  bourgeois  les  anciennes  races 
Sont  en  mépris  6^  prefqii^a  pour  été  : 
Les  ejlrangers  leurs  biens  leur  ont  o/lé, 
Et  leurs  maifons  par  procez  &=  falaccs. 

Nous  ne  tenons  plus  rien  de  noz  grandz  percs, 
Sinon  la  foif  &•  boire  tout  d''aultant. 
Mais  nous  liofons  quand  il  nous  coujlc  tant.  . 
Beuuons  cecy  qui  ne  nous  coujlc  guère  s. 


XX. 

De  ce  Virois  confcruons  la  mœmoire, 
A  tout  le  moins  a  la  table,  en  beuuant  ; 
Lequel  ne  beut  jamais  en  rechignant, 
Et  qui  nous  fai^  fi  ioyeufement  boire. 
Vne  bonne  boiffon 
Prife  aucc  marriçon 
I-'ar  vu  Saturnien 
Ne  luy  faicî  poinH^  de  bien  ; 
Mais  le  vin,  honoré  d'un  gentil  Vau  de  Vire, 
N'apporte  que  fauté,  en  ne  beuuant  du  pire. 
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XIX. 

Bid  \ve  adieu  to  the  fweet  Vaux-de-Vire, 
The  time  no  longer  can  their  mufic  bear  ; 
We  hâve,  alas  !  fo  many  vvoes  to  fhare  : 

Our  fires  had  no  fuch  martyrdom  fevere. 

Now  there  is  war,  where  formerly  was  peace  : 

At  a  fmall  cofl  men  vvell  could  quench  their  thirfl  ; 
But  now,  fmce  wickednefs  is  at  its  worfl, 

The  earth's  fertility  oft  feems  to  ceafe. 

At  Vire  the  people  ail  in  commerce  throve, 
Its  merchants  were  accounted  of  great  famé  ; 
But  ail  now  covet  lordly  rank  and  name, 

And  proud,  luxurious  indolence  they  love. 

The  ancient  burgefs  families  fo  brave, 
Are  now  defpifed,  almofl.  in  beggary  : 
Strangers  hâve  robbed  them  of  their  property 

And  houfes,  got  by  tricks  of  légal  knave. 

We  nothing  from  our  grandfathers  poffefs, 
Except  OTir  thirfl,  and  waffail-bouts  ail  round  : 
But  ah  !  we  dare  not, — 'tis  too  coflly  found  ; — 

Let  us  drink  this,  which  cofls  us  far,  far  lefs. 


XX. 

Let  us  preferve  remembrance  of  that  fon  of  Vire, 

At  leafl  while  hère  we  drink,  this  board  around, 
Who  drinking  grudgingly  was  never  found, 
And  who  taught  us  to  drink  with  fuch  rejoicing  checr 

A  goblet  full, 

By  dotard  duU 

Drunk  with  a  curfe, 

Makes  him  flill  worfe  ; 
But  wine,  if  but  a  pretty  Vau-de-Vire  corne  firfl, 
Brings  health  to  ail,  who  drink  not  of  the  worfl. 
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Plus  eji  honnejie  un  Vau  de  Vire,  en  table, 
Qui  va  louant  hautcme7it  le  bon  vin, 
Qu'en  mal  parlant  dire  de  fan  voifin 
Quelque  propos  qui  n'ejl  poinfl  véritable, 

Ou  faire  des  dif cours 

D" inipudicques  amours, 

Ou  quelque  aultrc  deuis 

Que  tiennent  les  amis, 
Quand  Hz  font  affe^nblez  pour  follaflrer  <s^  rire. 
Il  vaut  bien  ?nieux  chanter,  en  ne  beuuafit  du  pire. 

On  peut  bien  boire  &=  n'eflre  poinâl  yurongne  : 

On  peut  auffi  chanter  fafts  eflre  fol. 

On  prife  tant  le  chant  du  roffgnol  ! 

Mais  ces  chanfo?is,  qui  font  rougir  la  troigne 

Par  le  vin  fauoureux. 

Valent  mille  fois  mieux. 

Beuuojis,  chacun  fa  fois. 

Pour  l'amour  du  Virois 
Qui  afaiâî  ces  chanfons.     On  n'efi  deufl  pas  mefdire . 
Ce  fut  vn  bon  garçon,  qjii  ne  bcuuoit  du  pire. 

XXI. 

Dire  toufiours  vne  chanfofi 
De  Vau  de  Vire  &>  beuuerie 
M'apporteroit  quelque  fubçon 
Qu'on  fafcheroit  la  compaignie. 
Difons  en  d'aultres,  ie  vous  prie  ; 
Car  fentcndz  qu'vn  tas  de  badaux 
S'en  vont  difant  :  "  Ce  n'efl  qu'yuro7tgncrie 
Que  les  Vau  de  Vire  nouncaux." 

Donc,  pour  tel  fcandalc  cuitcr, 

Quel  fiibicH:  prendrons  nous  pour  rire? 

Pf cou  tes,  ie  vous  veux  conter 

Quelque  chofe  que  fay  ouy  dire  : 

"  Que  chacun  ores  ne  nfpirc 

Que  fraude  ù^  que  mefchanccté  ; 
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At  table  nobler  is  a  Vau-de-Vire,  in  footh, 

Which  loudly  fings  the  praifes  of  good  wine, 
Than  of  one's  neighbour,  with  unkind  defign, 
To  tell  fome  fcandal  which  offends  againfl  the  truth  ; 

Or  thèmes  to  move 

Of  wanton  love, 

Or  fuch  as  that 

Unmeaning  chat, 
Which  friends  ufe,  met  in  merry  mood  to  quench  their  thirR. 
'Tis  better  far  to  fmg,  and  drink  not  of  the  worfl. 

A  man  may  furely  drink,  and  yet  be  clear  in  head  ; 
A  man  may  fmg,  and  yet  continue  Avife  ; 
The  vocal  nightingale  how  much  we  prize  ! 
But  thofe  fweet  fongs  that  tinge  the  throat  with  blufhing  red 

By  precious  wine, 

Are  more  divine. 

Let  each  toafl  hère, 

That  fon  of  Vire 
Who  made  thefe  fongs.     He  truly  ought  not  to  be  curR  ; 
He  was  a  comrade  good,  who  drank  not  of  the  worfl. 

XXI. 

Always  to  compofe  a  fong 

Of  the  Vau-de-Vire  and  drink, 
Might  convidl  me  of  too  long 

Wearying  the  gucfls,  I  think. 
Other  thèmes,  then,  let  us  try  ; 

For  fome  witlefs  ones,  I  hear, 
Keep  faying  that, — "  'Tis  mère  debauchery 

"  To  indite  new  Vaux-de-Vire." 

Now,  fuch  fcandal  to  abate, 

What  gay  fubjecl  fhall  be  ftirred  ? — 

Liflen,  and  I  will  relate 

A  new  flory  that  I  heard  : 

'Twas  : — "  That  mortals  now  producc 
"  Nouglit  but  fraud  and  villany  ; 
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Que pmcr  le gaing  on  veiilt  s'entre  fedm're" 
Peult  ejlre  diâî  on  vérité. 

On  parle  anjffl  des  aduocatz  : 
"  Que  ce  n'ejî plus  que  tricherie" 
Mais  cela  ne  me  touche  pas  ; 
Je  fiayme  plus  la  plaiderie. 
Tatierniers,  qui  mejlent  la  lie 
Et  qui  font  boire  tnoiâîié  d'eau, 
Sont  par  fus  tous  d'vne  mef chante  vie  ; 
Ils  fuffent  bien  dans  le  tombeau. 

Mais^fans  y  penfer,  nous  venons 
Toufiours  tomber  fur  le  breuuage  ; 
Aiiffi  tenir  nous  ne  pouuons, 
En  table,  plus  propre  langage. 

Vault  mieux  fuyuant  le  vieil  rfage 

Vfi  Vau  de  Vire  caioler, 
Que  mal  parler.      Qici  fera  trop  du  f  âge 
Pour  ne  l'ouir,  il  s'e?i  peut  aller. 

XXII. 

En  vn  jardin  d'ombrages  tout  couuert, 
Au  chault  dujour,fay  trouué  Magdaleine, 
Qui  prcz  le  pied  d'vnfycomore  ve?-t, 
Donnait  au  bord  d'vne  claire  fonteine. 
Son  lift  cfloit  de  thym  ô^  mariolaine. 
Son  tetin  frais  n'efloit  pas  bien  caché. 

D'amour  touché. 
Et  tout  gaillard,  pour  auoir  beu  chopinc, 
Incontinejit  Je  m'enfttis  approché  : 

Sus,  fus  .f  qîi'on  fe  rcfueille  / 

Voicy  vin  excclcnt 

Qui  fain.  leucr  l'oreille  ; 

Il  faiâl  mal  qui  ncn  prcnt. 

Je  n'eus  potiuoir,  fi  belle  la  voyant, 
De  m'abflejiir  de  baifoterfa  boucJie  ; 
Si  bien  qu'en  fin  la  belle  s'efueillant 
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"  And  that  for  gain  they  wilfuUy  feduce." 
Well,  perchance  'tis  verity. 

So  of  Advocates  they  talk  : — 

"  They  think  but  of  trickery." 
That  afFe(fleth  not  my  walk  ; 

l've  refigned  law's  drudgery. 
Tavemers  who  mix  their  wine, 

And  their  drink  half-watered  fell, 
Uo,  one  and  ail  of  them,  live  lives  malign  ; 

Were  they  buried,  it  were  well  ! 

But,  quite  thoughtleffly,  we  corne 

Round  again  on  drink  to  refl.  : 
Thus,  at  table,  in  our  home, 

Ufing  converfe  that  is  befl. 
I  prefer,  in  good  old  wife, 

Vau-de-Vire  to  carol  gay, 
Than  friends  to  llander.     He  who  would  defpife 

Such  light  mirth,  may  go  away  ! 

XXII. 

In  garden  ail  trellifed  with  fhade, 

At  hot  noon,  I  found  Magdalene 
Beneath  a  green  fycamore  laid, 

Afleep,  her  young  bofom  half  feen  : 
A  bright  fountain  frefhened  the  fcene, 
Where  thyme  with  fweet-marjoram  flrove. 
Touched  with  love, 
And  gay,  having  drunk  a  chopine, 
Enraptured  I  llole  through  the  grove. 

Awake  !     Fill  high  the  cup  ! 

Here's  wine  that's  of  the  beR  ! 
That  makes  the  ear  prick  up. 

And  fhames  the  fober  guell  ! 

Such  beauty  I  could  not  refrain, 

Entranced  by  her  lovelinefs  rare, 
From  kil'iing  again  and  again. 
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Me  regarda  atiec  tm  œil  farroîiche, 

En  ?ne  difant  :  "  Biberon,  ne  me  touche  ; 

"  Tu  n^es  pas  digne  auec  nioy  d'e/proimer 

'■'^  Le  jeic  d'' aimer. 
"  Belle  fillette  a  fon  aife  ne  couche 
"  Aîiec  celiiy  qui  ne  faiH:  qu^yurongnery 

Sus,  fus  !  qiion  fe  refueille  ! 

Voicy  vin  excelent 

Qui  faiâl  leuer  V oreille  ; 

Il  faifl  mal  qui  tHen  prent. 

Je  bty  refpondz  :  "  Ce  n^ejl  pas  def  honneur 
"  Uaymer  le  vin,  vne  chofe  fi.  bonne. 
"  Vojlre  bel  œil  entretient  en  chaleur 
"  Et  le  bo7i  vin  en  fiante  7na  perfionnc. 
"  Four  vous  aymerfiaut  il  que  f  habandomie 
"  Le  fioing  qtHon  doibt  auoir  de  fia  fiatité  2 

"  Fy  de  beauté 
"  Quifion  amant  de  deplaifiir  gucrdo/inc, 
"  Au  lieu  du,  bien  qu'il  auoit  mérité." 

Sus,  fins  !  qu^on  fie  rcfiucilL'  ! 

Voicy  vin  excelent 

Qui  fiaiâî  leuer  V  oreille  ; 

Il  fiaiâï  mal  qui  n\m  prcnt. 

"J'ayme  bien  mieux  Vvmbrc  d'vn  cabaret, 

"  Et  du  bouchon  de  tauerne  vineufie 

"  Que  cil  qui  ejl  en  ce  beau  jardinet." 

La  belle  alors  me  refipond  depitcufic  : 

"  Tu  ne  nCes  bon  :  cherche  ime  aultrc  amourcufic  ! 

Fuifique  par  toy  Vay  perdu  mes  amours 

Toufiiours,  toufiiours, 
Contre  l'at/iour  <3^  la  fioifi  rigourcufie, 
Jcfiois,  bon.  vin,  armé  de  ton  ficcours  ! 

Sus,  fius  !  qu^on  fie  rcfiucillc  ! 

Voicy  vin  excelent. 

Qui  fiaicl  leuer  loreille  ; 

Il  fiai fl  mal  qui  n'en  prcnt. 
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Awaking,  fhe  cried,  with  fierce  air  : 
"  Fie  !  Touch  me  not,  drunkard  !  Forbear  ! 
'*  Unfit  thou  art  with  me  to  prove 
"  Joys  of  love  : 
"  Mère  sottifh  wine-bibber  can  ne'er 
"  The  heart  of  a  fair  maiden  move." 

Awake  !  Fill  high  the  cup  ! 

Here's  wine  that's  of  the  befl  ! 
That  makes  the  ear  prick  up, 

And  fhames  the  fober  guefl  ! 

I  anfwer  :  "  It  is  no  difgrace 

"  To  Hke  wine,  a  Hquor  fo  fine  : 
"  l'm  vvarmed  by  your  exquifite  face, 

"  My  health  is  fuftained  by  good  wine. 
"  To  love  you,  am  I  to  décline 
"  Due  meafures  my  health  to  improve  ? 
"  And  muft  love, 
"  For  pleafure  which  fhould  hâve  been  mine, 
"  In  difcontent  caufe  me  to  rove?" 

Awake  !  Fill  high  the  cup  ! 

Here's  wine  that's  of  the  befl  ! 
That  makes  the  ear  prick  up. 

And  fhames  the  fober  gueR  ! 

"  Fd  rather  by  far  hâve  the  fhade 

"  Of  tavern,  and  bufli  for  its  fign, 
"  Than  that  in  this  trim  garden  made." 

Then,  frowning,  that  fweetheart  of  mine 
Said  :  "  Go  : — I  will  never  be  thine." 
Then,  fince  thou  a  traitor  didfl.  prove 
To  my  love, 
Abide  with  me,  O  thou  good  wine, 
Both  love  and  dire  thirfl  to  remove. 

Awake  !  Fill  high  the  cup  ! 

Here's  wine  that's  of  tlie  befl  ! 
That  makes  the  ear  prick  up, 

And  fliames  the  fober  RueR  ! 


42  CHANSONS  DU  VAU  DE  VIRE. 

XXIIL 

EJî  ce  pas  commettre  vn  grand  vice 
Qu'abrmuer  les  gens  d'auarice  ? 
C^ejl  quand  au  pot  ou  au  tonneau 
Dans  le  boire  on  mejle  de  l'eau. 

L'eau  ejl  de  mauuaife  nature  ; 
L'eau  met  les  pieux  a  pourriture. 
Quifaiâî  un  catharre  ?   C'ejl  l'eatt. 
fen  fuis  tant  malade  au  cerueau  ! 

Gajler  bo7i  vin  d'eau  de  fo7iteine 
Fai£î  perdre  au  vigneron  fa  peine. 
Aj/ez  ferons  arroufes  d'eau, 
Quand  ferons  poi'tés  au  tombeau. 

Enfeflins,  en  nopces  &^  fcfles, 
Qui,  voulant  t7-aiâler  gens  honnefles, 
Letirfej'oit  boire  du  fidi-e  eau 
Se7'oit  trop  ajiare  ou  t7'op  veau. 

Voicy  qui  a  t7-es  bon7ie  77iine  : 
J'en  vay  boire  a  vous,  771a  voifme  ! 
Certes  il  n'y  aura  poin^l  d'eau, 
S'il  efl  a7iffc  bo7i  qji'il  cfl  beau. 

Tel  boi7-e  il  ne  C7vifl  fur  771a  terre  !  .  . 
Voila  le  cul  !  ...  Je  dis  du  ve7-7-e. 
Du  vojlre  il  vous  faut  acquiter, 
Et  vn  Vaudeui7-e  chanter. 

XXIV. 

Faillie  d'hu77icur  noz  chous  font  77iors, 
En  710Z  jardi7is  par  fcchcreffe  ; 
Faute  d'abbreuuer  bie7i  77wn  cors, 
Si  fallois  77iou7-ir,  que  fvoit  ce  1 

Sa7igoy  !  je  7ie  77iy  fi7-ay  pas. 
Alourir  fec,  a  faute  de  boi7r, 


SONGS  ÔF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  43 

XXIII. 

Do  they  not  practife  monftrous  vice 
Who  quench  folks'  thirft.  with  avarice  ? 
They  do  fo,  who  in  tun  or  pot 
Mix  water  with  the  drink  we've  got. 

Water  is  of  an  evil  flamp  ; 
Foot-rot  originates  in  damp. 
What  gives  a  cold  ?  Water,  again. 
It  énervâtes  my  very  brain  ! 

With  water,  good,  found  wine  to  fpoil, 
Wafles  the  vine-dreffer's  time  and  toil. 
Enough  of  water  we  fhall  hâve 
When  we  are  carried  to  the  grave. 

He  who,  at  feflivals,  to  treat 
His  friends,  or  weddings,  where  they  meet, 
Made  them  drink  cider  half-and-half, 
Were  a  great  mifer,  or  great  calf 

Here's  fome  that  hath  a  favour  true  : 
l'U  drink  it,  my  fair  friend,  to  you  ! 
Certes,  there  is  no  water  there, 
If  it  be  good  as  it  is  fair. 

None  fuch  there  groweth  on  my  land  ! 
I  tum  the  glafs  up  in  my  hand  ! 
You  too  mufl  take  your  bumper  hère. 
And  carol  forth  a  Vau-de-Vire. 

XXIV. 
For  lack  of  rain,  our  garden-fluff 

Has  died,  becaufe  'tis  over-dry  ; 
And,  fhould  I  fail  to  take  enough 

Of  drink  within  me,  fo  might  I  ! 

I  could  not  warrant  the  event. 

Of  thirfl,  for  want  of  drink,  to  die, 


44  CHANSONS  DU  VAU  DE  VIRE. 

Oç/l  vn  trcs  7nalheureux  trefpas, 
Et  de  très  fiinejle  mœmoire. 

A  boire,  a  boire  vijlei7ient  ! 
Je  veîix  tenir  ma  gorge  humide, 
De  peur  de  mourir  pouretnent, 
Conwie  noz  chous,  fec  6^  aride. 

Toutes  fois  moy  cn  7non  jardin 
Nous  différons  en  vne  chofe  : 
Je  me  veux  ahbreimer  de  vifi, 
Et  d'eau  ?iq/Ire  coui'til  s'arrofe. 

XXV. 

Grand  foulas  viefl  d'ouïr  aux  tables 
Chanter  ces  rouges  mufcaux, 
Auecques  leurs  groff es  faites, 
Ces  Vaudeuire  noimeaux. 
Leurs  gofurs  font  les  tuyaux 
Qui  ne  fo7ii  pas  animez 
De  vent  comme  les  regales  ; 
Mais  de  ces  vins  bien  aym'es. 

Celuy  qui  f ai  cl  du  criticque 
Et  du  Jiaminagrobis, 
Mefprifant  cefle  muficqiie. 
En  table,  auec  fcs  amis. 
Pour  fes  fei'ieux  deuis, 
Je  ne  le  tiens  poincl  plus  fin 
Que  celuy  la  qui  pn-aticque 
Ces  chai; fan  s  fur  le  bon  vin. 

Je  ferais  fort  hicji  du  f  âge 
Comme  luy,  fi  ie  voulais  ; 
Mais  on  dirait  qu'au  mcfnagc 
Ou  en  mal  je  fojigcrois. 
Rechigiur  ie  ne  pourrais 
Auec  ceux  qui  font  iayei/x, 
je  ne  mancque  de  caurrage  : 
l'oyons  qui  baira  le  mieux  ! 
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Is  dreadful  difembodiment, 

And  of  mofl  tragic  meniory. 

For  mercy's  fake,  bring  me  a  draught  ! 

Let  me  my  throat  keep  wet  enough  ; 
That  I  may  not,  with  cup  unquaffed, 

Die  poorly,  like  dty  garden-fluff. 

Yet  in  one  thing  we  don't  confent, 

I  and  my  garden,  to  agrée  : — 
Water's  my  garden's  élément, 

And  wine  I  want  to  moiilen  me  ! 

XXV. 

At  the  table  I  delight 

Lips  ôf  rofy  dye  to  hear, 
With  great  jowls  in  purple  dight, 

Singing  thefe  new  Vaux-de-Vire. 
Still  their  throats  like  organs  flow, 

Which  no  wind-blails  ventilate 
Such  as  diapafons  blow, 

But  thefe  wines  mofl  délicate. 

He  who  criticifm  tries, 

And  fuch  Pharifaic  ends, 
But  contemns  our  minllrelfies, 

When  at  table,  with  his  friends, — 
Him,  though  on  deep  things  he  pore, 

I  account  not  more  renowned 
Than  that  other,  who  his  lore 

In  good  wine  and  fongs  has  found. 

I,  like  him,  could  aél  the  fage, 

Were  I  to  fuch  temper  brought  ; 
But  they'd  murmur,  I  engage, 

That  I  nurfed  fome  felfilli  thought. 
Never  could  I  hefitate 

With  boon  comrades  to  be  free  : 
My  good  fpirits  ne'er  abate  : 

Who  will  drink  the  beR,  Ict's  fee  1 
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Je  ne  m'enquers  de  P affaire 
Du  Turc  ny  de/es  voifins, 
Des  pôles  ny  de  la  fphere, 
Mais  feidement  des  raifins. 
Les  forciers  font  fi  mali?is  ! 
On  diâî  qii'ilz  les  font  périr  : 
Ces  mefc/ians,  qui  le  bon  boire 
Perdent,  on  deufl  bien  punir  ! 

XXVI. 

Hardy  comme  vn  Cefar,  je  fuis  en  ce/le  guerre, 
Ou  Von  combat,  artné  d^vn  pot  &=  d'vn  grand  verre. 
Pluflofl  vn  coup  de  vin  me  perce  ô^  m^ entre  au  cors, 
Qu^vn  boulet,  qui  cruel  rend  les  gens  fi  toji  mors. 

Les  cliquetis  que  fayme  efl  celuy  des  bouteilles. 
Les  pippes,  les  baraux,  pleins  de  liqueurs  vermeilles, 
Ce  font  mes  gros  caiiojis,  qui  bâtent,  fans  faillir, 
Ljifoif,  qui  cfl  le  fort  que  ie  veux  affaillir. 

Je  tromie,  quant  a  moy,  que  les  gens  font  bien  bcfles 
Qui  ne  fe  font  pliflofl  au  vin  rompre  les  teflcs, 
Qiiaux  coups  de  coutelas,  en  cerchant  du  7-enom  : 
Que  leur  chault,  efla?is  mortz,  fi  on  en  parle  ou  non  ? 

De  trop  boire  frappée,  vne  tefle  en  réchappe  ; 
Sent  bien  vn  peu  de  mal,  lorfque  le  vefit  la  happe  ; 
Mais,  quand  on  a  dormy,  le  mal  s'en  va  foudain. 
A  ces  grandz  coupz  de  Mars,  tout  remède  y  cfl  vain. 

Il  vaut  bien  fnieux  cacher  fon  fiez  dans  vn  grand  verre. 

Il  efi  mieux  affcurè  qu\'n  vn  cafque  de  guerre. 

Four  cornette  ou  guiddon,  fiiyurc  pluflofl  on  doit 

Les  branches  dhyerre,  <3^  d'yf  qui  mot  firent  ou  l'on  boit. 

Il  vaut  mieux,  prcz  beau  feu,  boire  la  muf caddie, 
Qu'aller  fur  vn  rampart  faire  la  fentinclh'. 
Jayme  mieux  n'e/ire  poinél  en  taucrnc  en  dcffaiit, 
Que  fuyure  vn  capitcine  a  fa  brèche,  a  l'ajfaiiî. 
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I  care  nought  the  news  to  hear 

Of  the  Turk  or  his  defigns  : 
Of  the  Pôles,  or  of  the  Sphère, 

Only  of  the  cluflered  vines. 
Sorcerers  fuch  tricks  will  try  ! 

They  are  faid  to  blafl.  the  grape  : 
Villains  who  make  vines  run  dry, 

Never  fhould  their  doom  efcape  ! 

XXVI. 

I  am  brave  as  a  Csefar,  in  wars  where  they  fight 
With  a  glafs  in  the  left  hand,  and  jug  in  the  right. 
Let  me  rather  be  riddled  by  drinking  my  fiU, 
Than  by  thofe  cruel  balls  that  fo  fuddenly  kill. 

'Tis  the  clafhing  of  bottles  to  which  I  incline  ; 
And  the  pipes  and  the  rundlets,  ail  full  of  red  wine, 
Are  my  cannon  of  fiege,  which  are  aimed  without  fault 
At  the  thirfl,  the  true  fortrefs  I  mean  to  affault. 

For  my  own  part,  thofe  people  are  fools,  I  opine, 
Who  don't  rather  prefer  a  good  headache  from  wine, 
Than  compete  for  renown  by  a  cutlafs  and  blow  ; 
If  they're  killed,  what  care  they  if  men  praife  them  or  no? 

Should  the  head  after  revelry  ache  in  cold  wind, 
A  prefcription  is  always  mofl  eafy  to  find  ; 
For  your  headache  will  fiée  after  sound  fleep  at  night  : 
But  Mars'  fatal  difaflers  nought  ever  fets  right. 

'Tis  far  better  in  tumbler  to  fhelter  one's  nofe, 
Where  'tis  fafer  than  in  a  war-helmet  from  blows. 
Better  leader  than  trumpet  or  banner  is  fign 
Of  the  ivy,  and  yew-bufh,  that  fhow  where  there's  wine. 

It  is  better  by  firefide  to  drink  mufcadel, 
Than  to  go  on  a  rampart  to  mount  fentinel. 
I  would  rather  the  tavern  attend  without  fail, 
Than  l'd  foUow  my  captain  the  breach  to  affail. 
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Ncantmoins,  tout  excez  je  7iayine  ô^  ne  procure, 
Bemieicr  quant  au  renom,  mais  non  pas  de  nature. 
Bon  vin,  qui  nous  fais  rire  &  hanter  noz  amis, 
Je  te  tiendray  toufiours  ce  que  ie  fay  promis. 

XXVII. 

Ue  !  qu^auofis  nous  affaire 
Du  Turc,  ny  du  Sophy  ? 

Don,  don. 
Pourueu  que  j'aye  a  boire. 
Des  gra?ideurs  je  dy  :  Fy  ! 
Don,  don. 
Trincque,  feigneur  ;  le  vin  ejl  bon  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

Qui  fonge  en  vin  ou  vigne, 
EJl  un  prefage  heureux, 

Don,  don. 
Le  vin,  a  qui  rechigfie 
Rend  le  cueur  tout  joyeux, 
Don,  don. 
Trincque,  feigtieur  ;  le  vin  ejl  bon  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

Me/chant  ejl  qui  te  brouille  : 
(Je  parle  aiix  tauernie?-s) 

Don,  don. 
Le  breuuage  a  grenoîiille 
Ne  doibt  ejlre  aux  celiers, 
Do7i,  don. 
Trincque,  feigneur  ;  le  vi7i  ejl  bon  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

Que  ce  vin  on  ne  couppc  ; 
Ançois  qu'on  boiue  net, 

Don,  don. 
Je  pry  toute  la  trouppc 
De  vuidcr  le  goddet. 

Don,  don. 
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AU  exceffes,  however,  I  hâte  and  difclaim, 
Not  a  toper  by  nature,  but  only  in  name  : 
JoUy  vvine,  bringing  laughter  and  friendly  caroufe, 
I  hâve  promifed,  and  ever  will  pay  you  my  vows. 

XXVII. 

Ho  !  wherefore  need  \ve  vex  our  brain 
About  the  Turk  or  Sophy  ? 
Dong,  dong. 
If  ample  wine  to  me  remain, 
I  covet  no  grand  trophy. 
Dong,  dong. 
Hab-nob,  fir,  good  wine  has  come  ! 
Hoc  aacit  ingenùim. 

To  dream  of  wine,  or  of  the  vine, 
Is  a  mofl  happy  prefage  : 
Dong,  dong. 
To  moping  foui,  a  vintage  fine 
Conveys  a  cheerful  meiTage. 
Dong,  dong. 
Hob-nob,  fir,  good  wine  has  come  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

Accurfed  be  he  who  mixeth  thee  ; 
(I  fpeak  to  hofts  of  tavern)  : 
Dong,  dong. 
Frogs'  beverage  to  ail  is  free. 
But  fuits  not  cellar-cavern. 
Dong,  dong. 
Hob-nob,  fir,  good  wine  has  come  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

This  wine  fhould  ail  unwatered  be, 
And  pure  go  down  the  throttle  : 
Dong,  dong. 
I  beg  that  ail  the  company 
Will  finifh  out  the  bottle. 
Dong,  dong. 

E 
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Trincque,  feigneur,  le  vin  ejî  bon  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenium. 

xxvin. 

Je  fuis  beaucoup  irrité 
Contre  toy  vin  dejloyal  ; 
Tu  m'as  fain.  beaucoup  de  mal  ; 
Tu  ni!  as  mis  a  pour  été, 
Et  nous  as  faiâï  difputer  bien  fouumt,  ma  femme  6^  7noy 
Cefl  a  vous  a  qui  ie  boy  ! 

Vin  tu  me  fembles  fi  bon, 
Que  tu  jn'as  faiâl  vendre  mon  clos, 
Pour  payer  tous  mes  efcots 
Et  engager  ma  maifofi. 
Tout  le  fuonde  ne  fçait  pas  e7icor  ce  que  ie  doy. 
Cefl  a  vous,  a  qui  ie  boy  ! 

Nous  verrons  lequel  fera 
De  toy  ou  moy  le  plus  fort. 
Jeferay  tout  mo?t  effort  ; 
Si  ie  puis,  tout  coulera. 
Entre  dans  mon  goficr  :  ie  me  veux  vanger  de  toy. 
Cefl  a  vous,  a  qui  ie  boy  ! 

XXIX. 

J^ay  grand  peur  dvnc  maladie  : 
Vne  heure  y  a  que  ie  tiay  beu  / 
Las  !  tant  tarder  comme  ay  ie  peu  ? 
Deia  ma  face  en  efl  blefnie. 

Les  h  arènes  tofl  perdent  la  vie 
Quand  Hz  font  hors  l'eau  de  la  mer  ; 
De  mefme  ie  ne  puis  durer, 
Lorfque  la  boijfofi  m' efl  faillie. 
J'ay  grand'  peur  d'v?ie  maladie  : 
Vne  heure  y  a  que  ie  71  ay  beu  ! 
Las  !  tant  tarder  C077ime  ay  ie  peu  ? 
Deia  ma  face  en  efl  blefnie. 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  51 

Hob-nob,  fir,  good  wine  has  come  ! 
Hoc  acuit  ingenùcm. 

XXVIII. 
I  bear  an  angry  thought 

Againfl  thee,  traitor  wine  ; 
In  poverty  I  pine, 
By  thee  upon  me  brought  : 
Thou  very  oft  haft.  made  my  wife  fall  out  with  me. 
I  drink,  O  \vine  !  to  thee. 

Wine,  who  appeared  fo  juft, 

And  made  me  fell  my  fîeld 
Payment  of  fcores  to  yield, 
And  put  my  houfe  in  trufl  ; 
Not  ev'ry  one,  as  yet,  knows  ail  the  claims  on  me. 
I  drink,  O  wine  !  to  thee. 

Soon  we  ftiall  better  tell 

'Which  of  us  is  more  flrong. 
l'il  wreflle  well  and  long  ; 
I  hope  ail  will  go  well. 
Enter  within  my  throat,  l'il  be  revenged  on  thee. 
I  drink,  O  wine  !  to  thee. 

XXIX. 

I  greatly  dread  one  malady  : — 

Since  I  had  drink,  an  hour  has  pafl  ! 
Alas  !  fo  long  how  could  I  lafl  ? 

My  looks  are  changing  rapidly. 

The  herring's  breath  is  quickly  fpent 

AVhen  lie  is  taken  from  the  fea  ; 

Such  too  is  the  refait  to  me 
If  flarved  of  vinous  nutriment. 
I  greatly  dread  one  malady  : — 

Since  I  had  drink,  an  hour  has  pafl  ! 

Alas  !  fo  long  how  could  I  lafl  ? 
My  looks  are  changing  rapidly. 
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Mais  comme  vn  haranc  n^ay  enuie 
D'auoir  toufiours  le  bec  en  Veau  ; 
Mais  vie  faut  tenir  le  mufeatt 
En  quelque  bonne  maluoifie. 
J^ay  grand'  peur  d'vne  maladie  : 
Vne  heure  y  a  que  ie  n'ay  beu  ! 
Las  !  tant  tarder  comme  ay  ie  peu  ? 
Deia  ma  face  en  efl  bief  mie. 

Perdrons  nous,  pour  femme  év  mefgnie, 
De  boire  a  tirelarigot  ? 
Faut  il  laiffer  tout  plein  le  pot  ? 
Voicy  fi  bonne  cot7ipaignie. 
J'ay  grand'  peur  d'vne  ?naladie, 
Vne  heure  y  a  que  ie  fi'ay  beu  ! 
Las  !  tant  tarder  comme  ay  ic  peu  ? 
Voicy  fi  bonne  compaignie. 


XXX. 

Il  faut  boire,  comme  on  diâî,  qui  fa  mère  ne  tette. 
Puifque  fommes  tous  feiirés,  bernions  donc  de  ce  bon  piot. 
En  rainccant  noz  gofiers,  aualons  noz  miettes. 
Efi  vuide  le  pot, 
Tirelarigot  ! 

Il  n' efi  pas  encore  te?nps  de  fonner  la  retraite. 
Quand  on  s'en  va  fur  fa  foif,  ce  fi  efi  jamais  m  bon  efeot, 
En  rainccant  7ioz  gofiers,  aualons  tios  miettes. 
Efi  vuide  le  pot, 
Tirelarigot  ! 

fay  toufiours  cinq  folz  ou  foif  ;  mais  V argent  que  fappette 
Ne  me  vient  pas  fi  fouuent  que  la  foif  que  ie  hay  fi  fort. 
En  rainccant  noz  gofiers,  atialons  nos  miettes. 
Efi  vuide  le  pot, 
Tirelarigot  ! 
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Yet  as  with  herring,  not  with  me  ; 

His  mouth  in  water  always  thrives  ; 

Whereas  my  muzzle  ever  flrives 
To  plunge  in  fome  good  Malvoifie. 
I  greatly  dread  one  malady  : — 

Since  I  had  drink,  an  hour  has  paR  ! 

Alas  !  fo  long  how  could  I  lafl  ? 
My  looks  are  changing  rapidly. 

Mull  we,  for  wife  and  family, 

Ceafe  to  caroufe  and  ring  Rigault  ? 

Are  we  from  full  wine-pot  to  go  ? 
Hère  is  fuch  pleafant  company  ! 
I  greatly  dread  one  malady  : — 

Since  I  had  drink,  an  hour  has  pafl  ! 

Alas  !  fo  long  how  could  I  lafl  ? 
Hère  is  fuch  pleafant  company. 


XXX. 

He  mull  drink,  it  is  faid,  whom  his  mother  won't  fuckle. 
So  let  us,  who  are  weaned,  to  this  good  liquor  buckle. 
As  our  crumbs  pafs,  drain  we  the  glafs  ; 

Let  the  wine  go, 

Ring  the  Rigault  ! 

For  it  is  not  the  time  yet  to  beat  our  retreating, 
And  it  were  an  ill  reck'ning  to  thirfl  after  meeting. 
As  our  crumbs  pafs,  drain  we  the  glafs  ; 

Let  the  wine  go, 

Ring  the  Rigault  ! 

I  hâve  always  five  fous,  or  elfe  thirfl  ;  but  that  treafure 
Cornes  to  me  far  more  feldom  than  thirfl  without  meafure. 
As  our  crumbs  pafs,  drain  we  the  glafs  ; 

T-et  the  wine  go. 

Ring  the  Rigault  ! 
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J' engagerais  bien  plus  tojl  mon  foye  6^  ma  jacquette 
Que  f  endure  plus  ce  mal  ;  je  le  veux  noyer  dans  ce  flot. 
En  rainceant  noz  gofiers^  aualons  nos  miettes. 

EJl  vuide  le  pot, 

Tirelarigot  I 

XXXI. 

Jadis  Agamemnon, 
Pour,  deuant  Ilion, 
A  fes  héros  complaire. 
Leur  faif oit  boire  vin, 
Vray  neâîar,  que  Juppin 
Donne  aux  dieux  dans  Homère. 

C'e/t  grande  charité 
Que  remettre  en  fanté 
Vne  gorge  altérée. 
Luy  donnant,  au  matiti. 
Du  jus  incarnatin, 
Pour  charmer  la  hroiiée. 

Les  vers  il  f  ai 51  mourir  : 
J'en  prens,  pour  ni  en  garir, 
Et  nettoyer  mon  ventre. 
Au  foir,  cjlant  couché. 
Suis  malade  6^  traftché, 
Si  quelqtie  vin  n'y  entre. 

Aux  loix  cjludiant, 
Mon  compagnon  voyant 
Ses  rougeajlrcs  rubricqucs, 
Ccrchoit  foudain  liqueur 
Qui  fujl  de  leur  couleur. 
Aux  taucrnes  publicqucs. 

T' imitant,  compagnon , 
Ne  me  faut  de  jambon 
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I  would  fooner  pledge  jacket  and  ail,  than  I  ever 
Could  endure  this  vile  thirll,  which  l'il  drown  in  tiiis  river. 
As  our  crumbs  pafs,  drain  we  the  glafs  ; 

Let  the  wine  go, 

Ring  the  Rigault  ! 

XXXI. 

Agamemnon,  to  give  joy 

To  his  comrades  before  Troy, 

Made  them  freely  drink  of  wine  : 

Ganymede,  with  fervice  due, 
Poured  to  gods  that  neélar  true, 

As  is  told  in  Homer's  Une. 

Charity  beflows  its  wealth 
In  refloring  to  good  health 
Throat  in  thirflinefs  that  pined  ; 

Giving  it,  at  morning-fliine, 

Viny  juice  incarnadine  : 
So  mift  Aies  before  the  wind. 

Vermifuge,  it  makes  worms  die  : 

Cures  me  of  that  malady, 

Renovating  my  infide. 

And  at  nightfall,  on  my  bed, 
I  feel  fick  with  aching  head, 

If  no  draught  of  wine  betide. 

When  I  fludent  was  of  laws, 

My  companion  thought,  becaufe 

Rubrics  were  of  rofy  dye, 

That  fome  liquor  fliould  be  found 
Of  like  hue  ;  and  fought  around 

Ev'ry  public  tavern  nigh. 

So,  like  thee,  companion  mine  ! 
I  want  no  ham  fuperfine  ; 
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Pour  m' inciter  a  boire  : 
J^ay  bientojî  auallé. 
Sans  d^vn  fer  géant  f allé, 
Attendre  vn  compulfoire. 

Es  tu  pas,  gentil  vin, 
De  trijîeffe  &'  chagrin 
Lheureufe  fepulture  ? 
Les  fais  tu  pas  mourir, 
Affin  de  maintenir 
En  fanté  la  nature  ï 

XXXII. 

J'auois  chargé  mon  nauire 

De  vins  qui  efloient  très  bons, 

Telz  comme  il  les  faut  a  Vire, 

Pour  boire  aux  bo7is  compagnons. 
Dormez,  par  charité,  a  boire  a  ce  poure  homme  marinier. 
Qui  par  tourmente  &'  fortune  a  tout  perdïi  fur  la  mer. 

Nous  efîions  bonne  troupe, 

Aymans  ce  que  menions, 

Qui  ayafis  le  vent  e?i  pouppe 

L'un  a  Vaultre  en  beuuions. 
Donnez,  par  charité,  a  boire  a  ce  poure  homme  marinier. 
Qui  par  tourmente  à:'  fortune  a  tout  perdu  fur  la  mer. 

Deia,  proches  du  riuage, 

Ayans  beu  cinq  ou  fix  cotips, 

Nous  ff mes  trifîe  naufrage 

Et  ne  fauuafmcs  que  nous. 
Donnez,  par  charité,  a  boire  a  ce  poure  homme  marinier. 
Qui  par  tourmente  &  fortune  a  tout  perdu  fur  la  mer. 

Ilfufl  mieux  en  noflre  gotge 
Ce  vin,  que  d'eflre  en  la  mer  : 
Quand  chacun  chez  foy  le  loge, 
Il  cjî  hors  de  tout  danger. 
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Forthwith  I  to  quaff  proceed  ; 

Nor  the  fpicy  warrant,  wrung 
From  a  faucy  bailifFs  longue, 

To  incite  my  thirft  I  need. 

Gentle  wine,  then,  art  thou  net 

Of  a  lone  and  difmal  lot 

Béatifie  fepulture  ? 

Sorrow  dofl  thou  not  deftroy, 
That,  for  nature,  health  and  joy 

Thou  may'ft  pleafantly  enfure  ? 

XXXII. 

My  fhip  was  laden  on  the  flood 

With  \vines  of  excellency  rare, 

Such  as  at  Vire  hy  comrades  good 

Are  wanted  to  make  merry  there. 

Give  this  poor  mariner  to  drink  fome  alms  for  love  of  charitie, 

Who  through  misfortune  and  the  florm  has  lofl  his  ail  at  fea. 

A  jolly  crew,  we  failed  our  craft, 

With  that  delicious  cargo  fraught, 
And,  while  frefli  breezes  blew  right  aft, 

Drank  to  our  healths  the  wine  we  brought. 
Give  this  poor  mariner  to  drink  fome  alms  for  love  of  charitie, 
Who  through  misfortune  and  the  florm  has  lofl  his  ail  at  fea. 

The  land  we  neared  :  upon  the  deck 
Ourfelves  were  half-feas-o'er,  or  fo  ; 
When  the  fhip  flruck,  became  a  wreck, 
And,  ail  fave  us,  fank  down  below. 
Give  this  poor  mariner  to  drink  fome  alms  for  love  of  charitie, 
Who  through  misfortune  and  the  florm  has  lofl  his  ail  at  fea. 

'Twas  better,  therefore,  that  yon  wine 

Went  down  our  throats,  than  down  the  fea  : 

I.odgers  at  home  are,  I  opine, 
From  ail  mifliap  and  danger  free. 
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Donnez,  par  charité,  a  boire  a  ce  poure  homme  marinier, 
Qui  par  tourmente  é^  fortune  a  tout  perdu  fur  la  mer. 

XXXIII. 

J^ayme  parfaitement 
Vn  breuuage  excelent, 
Qui  aux  gens  endormis  refueille  le  courage. 
Qui  d'eau  fai6l  breuuage 
ISl'a  poinH:  d'entendement. 

Boiray  ie  fimplement 
Ce  que  boit  ma  jument  ? 
Je  penfe  que  ce  n'ejl  le  faidl  d'vn  homme  f âge. 
Qui  d'eau  faiâî  breuuage 
N'a  poinâl  d'entendement. 

On  n'en  peut  proprement 
Faire  vn  appoinBeinent  : 
On  nefai^,  beuuant  l'eau,  jamais  bon  mariage. 
Qui  d'eau  faiâl  breuuage 
N'a  poinâî  d'entendement. 

Turc  neferay  vrayment, 
Car  l'Alcoran  deffent 
Le  vin,  qui  n'efl  créé  que  pour  VJmmain  vfage. 
Qui  d'eau  faiâl  breuuage 
Na  poinH.  d'entendeme?tt. 

Le  bon  vin  â^  l'argent, 
C'cfl  bon  affortime7it. 
Sans  eux,  ie  fuis  honteux  comme  vn  regnard  ai  cage. 
Qui  d'eau  faiH  breuuage 
N'a  poinfl  d' entendement . 

Helas  !  il  me  fouuient 
D'vn  qui  fut  mon  parent  : 
A  boire  ainfi  f  appris  de  ce  bon  petfo7inage. 
Qui  d'eau  fain.  breuuage 
N'a  poinél  d'entendcnient. 
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Give  this  poor  mariner  to  drink  fome  alms  for  love  of  charitie, 
Who  through  misfortune  and  the  florm  has  lofl  his  ail  at  fea. 

XXXIII. 

I  fet  a  price  immenfe 
On  drink  of  excellence, 
Becaufe  it  makes  dull  mortals'  courage  rife. 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 

To  drink  horfe-drink,  it  thence 
Follows  by  confequence, 
Is  not  the  duty  of  a  man  that's  wife. 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 

'He  can't  with  ]providence 
Make  fettlements  :  and  hence 
The  water-drinkers  find  poor  marriage-ties. 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 

From  Turk,  be  my  defence  ! 
The  Koran  takes  offence 
At  wine,  which  as  a  gift  of  God  we  prize  : 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 

Good  wine,  and  ample  pence, 
Suit  my  intelligence  ; 
l'm  fhamed  Avithout  them,  as  a  caged  fox  lies. 
Who  water-drinking  tries 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 

I  think  with  love  intenfe 
On  parent,  long  gone  hence, 
From  whom  I  learned  to  drink  in  fitting  guife. 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 
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Fous  laijfes  longuement 
Ce  vin  cueillir  le  vent. 
Beuues,  voifin,  d'aultant  ;  car  vous  en  ejles  (Taage. 
Qui  d'eau  faiâî  breuuage 
N'a  poinâl  d'entendejnent. 


XXXIV. 

Je  ne  trouue  en  ma  médecine 
Simple  gui  foit  plus  excelent 
Que  la  bonne  plante  de  vigne, 
D'où  le  bon  vin  clairet  prouietit. 

Il  n'y  a  chez  V appothicaire 
Cirop  que  ie  cheriffe  mieux 
Que  ce  bon  vin  qui  me  fai6l  faire 
Le  fang  bon  &=  Vefprit  ioyeux. 

QtCon  ne  m'apporte  poinâl  de  caje, 
Et  qu'on  ne  courre  au  médecin  : 
De  vin  qu^on  remplijfc  ma  taj/e, 
Qui  me  voudra  rendre  bieti  fai?i  I 

En  mon  recipe  qic'on  ordonne 
Que  ie  boiray  vin  d'Orléans  : 
La  recepte  me  fera  bonne  ; 
Les  médecins,  honnefles  gens. 

Mais  iih  7n' ordonnent  de  F  eau  douce 
Ou  la  ptifane  fiinplcmcnt, 
Sont  gens  qui  veulent  tout  de  courfe 
Me  faire  mourir  pourcmeîit. 

Je  ne  veux  ny  laiél  ny  fruiflage  : 
De  cela  je  ne  fuis  friand  ; 
Mais  je  vcndrois  mon  héritage. 
Pour  auoir  de  ce  vin  riant. 
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Cold  winds  o'er  wine  difpenfe 
A  vapid  influence. 
Drink  freely,  neighbour  ;  you  are  old  likewife. 
Who  water-drinking  tries, 
Has  got  no  common-fenfe. 


XXXIV. 

In  pharmacopœia  of  mine, 

No  fimple  I  find  of  more  worth 

Than  that  noble  plant  of  the  vine, 

Whence  good  rofy  wine  iffues  forth. 

No  chemifl  poffeffes  a  drug 

Whofe  virtues  more  highly  I  prize, 
Than  good  wine  from  bottle  or  jug, 

Which  makes  health  and  fpirits  to  rife. 

Away  with  your  caffia  !     Don't  go 
To  fummon  phyfician  for  me  : 

Let  wine  in  my  goblet  but  flow, 

And  found  as  you  pleafe  I  fhall  be  ! 

For  Recipe,  let  them  indite 

That  Orléans  wine  I  mufl  drink  : 
l'm  fure  fuch  prefcription  is  right, 

Such  docTtors  are  honefl,  I  think. 

But  fhould  they  the  cold-water-cure 

Or  fimple  tifane  on  me  try, 
Such  gentry,  I  vow,  wll  be  fure 

To  caufe  me  diredlly  to  die. 

No  milk  nor  fruit-diet  be  mine  : 

'Twould  ne'er  fet  my  malady  right  : 

To  hâve  fome  of  that  laughing  wine, 
I  gladly  would  fell  my  birthright. 
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O  !  que  àejl  dure  départie 
De  ma  botiche  c^'  de  ce  bon  vin  ! 
A  tous  ceux  la  ie  porte  enuie, 
Qui  en  ont  encor  verre  plein  ! 

XXXV. 

J^ayme  la  compaignie 
Ou  font  mes  bons  amis  ; 
Mais  lefejlin  m^ennuye, 
Ou  rCy  a  point  de  ris. 
Ces  vieux  auares  refformés 

Vous  feront  perdre, 
De  dueil  de  les  veoir  rechigner, 
Vti  bon  difner. 

Nous  debuons  noz  grandz  pères 
Suyure  (ce  niefl  aduis), 
Qui  laiffoient  les  affaires, 
En  table  o  leurs  amis  ; 
Au  foir  en  s'entre  vifitans, 

Sur  le  fourmage, 
Les  chq/laigftes  otc  le  jambon, 
Beuuoycnt  du  bon. 

Auecques  leurs  compères 
Et  voifins,  en  hyuer, 
Efi  brazillant  les  poires, 
S'artoyent  a  deuifer  ; 
Chacun  faifant  du  temps  paffc 

Quelque  beau  compte  ; 
Se  recreans,  fans  mal  talent, 
Honneflement. 

Femmes  traiâîoyetit  les  hommes 
Sans  les  ofcr  tancer, 
Mais,  au  te7nps  ou  nous  fonunes, 
Ne  font  plus  que  rofjer. 
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0  parting  I  tolerate  ill, 

When  lips  from  good  liquor  I  pull  ! 

1  envy  ail  thofe  who  hâve  flill 

Before  them  a  glafs  that  is  fuU  ! 


XXXV. 

I  like  thofe  meetings  befl 

Where  my  good  friends  repair, 
But  banquets  I  detefl, 

If  joy  be  abfent  there. 
Thofe  old  reforming  mifers 
Are  very  little  worth  : 
At  fight  of  fuch  a  doleful  crew, 
You  food  efchew. 

As  our  fires  did,  fo  we, 

I  think,  would  fînd  it  good 
From  our  feflivity 

AU  bufmefs  to  exclude. 
When  they  their  ev'ning  vifits 

Exchanged,  then  with  their  cheefe, 
And  with  the  ham,  and  cheflnuts  fine, 
They  drank  good  wine. 

In  winter,  as  they  flewed, 

With  neighbour  and  with  friend, 
The  pears,  came  interlude 
Of  flories  without  end. 
Each  told  fome  brave  tradition 
Of  times  long  fmce  gone  by  ; 
Amufed  in  eafy,  cheerful  way, 

With  harmlefs  play. 

Then  women  loved  the  men, 
And  never  dared  to  fcold  : 

But  times  are  changed  fmce  then, — 
They  beat  us, — grown  fo  bold  ! 
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Elles  mefmes  alloyent  perfer 

Du  meilleur  fildre, 
Joyeufes  de  veoir  leurs  maris 

Bien  refiouis. 

Femmes  ne  font  plus  telles 
Qu! elles  ejloyent  jadis. 
Ceux  qui  fe  paffent  d'' elles 
Font  bien,  a  mon  aduis. 
Toutes  fois,  veu  le  bon  racueil 

De  noflre  hofleffe. 
Elle  tient  eficor  des  anciens 
Tant  bonnes  gens. 

Noflre  hofleffe,  ie  treuue 
Voflre  fildre  loyal  ; 
Et,  quoy  que  Von  en  boyue, 
Ne  vous  fai^î  poinâl  de  tuai. 
Si  voulez  a  voz  feruiteurs 

En  laiffer  boire, 
Je  feray,  ie  vous  le  prometz, 
De  voz  valetz. 


XXXVI. 

Jay  encor  a  cheminer 
Et  faire  vne  longue  traiâîe. 
Bon  fildre,  entre  en  mon  gofier. 
Mais,  auant  que  ie  t'y  mette, 
Arrefle,  arrefle  ! 

Si  ie  boy, 

Dy  le  moy, 

Si  ie  boy, 

Dy  le  moy. 
M'y  troubleras  tu  poinH  la  tiflc  ? 

Quiconcque  veut  traîiailler, 
Faut  tenir  fa  gorge  nette, 
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They  vvent  themfelves  to  open 
The  choicefl  cider-butt, 
Pleafed  to  fee  mirthfulnefs  and  eafe 
Their  hufbands  pleafe. 

Women  are  no  more  fuch 

As  they  were  wont  to  be  : 
He  who  avoids  them,  much 
Accords  in  mood  with  me. 
Yet  from  the  pleafant  welcome 
That  our  kind  hoflefs  gives, 
Her  breeding  flill  recalls  our  good 
Old  neighbourhood. 

Hoflefs,  the  tap  you  keep 

Of  cider,  is  mofl  pure  ; 
And,  though  wê  drink  it  deep, 

Does  you  no  harm,  l'm  fure. 
If  you'll  but  let  your  fervants 

Drink  fome  of  that  fine  tap, 
Your  varlet,  tapfler  of  that  cafk, 
To  be,  m  a(k. 


XXXVI. 

My  journey  ftill  is  long 

Far  over  hill  and  plain. 
Hail,  cider  good  and  flrong  ! 
But,  ère  the  cup  I  drain, — 
Draw,  draw  the  rein  ! 
If  I  drink, 
Do  you  think. 
If  I  drink. 
Do  you  think, 
Your  fumes  will  not  confufe  my  brain  ? 

He  who  has  toil  in  view, 

To  cleanfe  his  throat  is  fain, 

F 
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Et  bien  fouiient  la  mouiller  ; 
Mais,  auant  qtie  ie  fy  mette, 
Arrejîe,  arrejle  t 
Si  ie  boy, 
Dy  le  moy, 
Si  ie  boy, 
Dy  le  moy, 
M^y  troubleras  tu  poinH.  la  te/le  ? 

Bon  fildre,  ojle  le  foucy 
D'vn  procez  qui  me  tempe/le, 
Quand  tu  pafferas  par  cy  ; 
Mais,  auant  que  ie  fy  mette, 
Arrejle,  arrejle  ! 

Si  ie  boy, 

Dy  le  moy, 

Si  ie  boy, 

Dy  le  moy. 
M'y  troubleras  tu  poinll  la  tcjle  ? 

Il  Jaut,  pour  V amour  des  gens, 
Ne  Jîjl  ce  qu'vne  gouttette 
Boire,  puijque  ie  te  tiens  ; 
Mais  non  pas  que  tout  Vy  mette. 
Arrejle,  arrejle  ! 

Car  ie  croy, 

Si  ie  boy, 

Car  ie  croy. 

Si  ie  boy, 
Que  tu  m'y  troubleras  la  tcjlr. 


XXXVI 1. 

Je  Juis  né  Bas  Normand,  mais  ma  bouche  auin'ee 

Diâl  cjlre  d' Orléans, 
Et  que  le  vin  clairet,  qui  cjl  de  Ja  contrée. 

Je  doibs  loger  céans. 
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Oft  moift'ning  it  anew  ; 

But,  ère  the  cup  I  drain, — 
Draw,  draw  the  rein  ! 
If  I  drink, 
Do  you  think, 
If  I  drink, 
Do  you  think, 
Your  fumes  will  not  confufe  my  brain  ? 

Remove,  O  cider  clear  ! 

My  lawfuit's  vexing  pain, 
While  you  refrefh  me  hère  ; 

But,  ère  the  cup  I  drain, — 
Draw,  draw  the  rein  ! 
If  I  drink, 
Do  you  think. 
If  I  drink. 
Do  you  think, 
Your  fumes  will  not  confufe  my  brain  ? 

For  the  hoft's  fake,  l'U  tafle 

One  drop  :   then  on  again, 
Good  cider,  I  mufl  hafte  ; 

The  whole  cup  I  won't  drain. — 
Draw,  draw  the  rein  ! 
For  I  think, 
If  I  drink, 
For  I  think. 
If  I  drink, 
Your  fumes  will  much  confufe  my  brain  ! 


XXXVII. 

Low-Norman  born,  this  vinous  mouth  of  mine 
Of  Orléans  boafls  to  be  ; 

And  I  muft  lodge  therein  the  rofy  wine 
That  comes  from  that  countrie. 
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Mon  gofier  difi  aujji  qu'il  a  pris  fa  naiffance 

Du  terroir  des  bons  vins, 
Et  qu'il  ne  pad  durer,  s'il  ?i'a  de  l'accoinâîance 

Auec  eux,  fes  voifins. 

Mon  ejlomach  aujjl  me  diâl  que  fa  tiature 

Ne  fe  peut  pas  changer  ; 
Le  chargeant  de  pommé,  qui  n'efl  fa  fwurriture, 

Que  c'efl  V etidommager. 

Doncques,  qui  fiant  le  viti,fay  fur  moy  {dont  je  tretnble), 

Trois  mortelz  ennemis. 
Queferay  ie  a  cela  ?  Failles  nous  boyre  enfemblc, 

Et  nous  rendez  amis. 

Bouche,  eflomach,  gofier  ;  je  voudrois,  ie  voiis  iure, 

Rendre  vu  chacun  contant  ; 
Mais  du  fidre  il  faut  boyre  ô^  changer  de  nature, 

JV'ayafit  guère  d'argent. 

Car  le  vin  efl  trop  cher  ;  Pimpofl,  les  quatriefnes, 

Pefie  des  biberons, 
Faute  d'un  peu  de  vin  feront  f?wutir  de  rheutnes 

Les  poures  conipaignons. 

XXXVIII. 

fe  ne  me  puis  defgoufier 

De  hanter 
Ces  bons  cerueaux  de  tauenie, 
Qui,  pour  goufier  les  bons  vins, 

So/it  bien  fins, 
Sacha ns  comme  on  les  difccrne. 

Vin  d'vne  oreille  aux  gens  vieux 

Et  goutcîix 
Sert  de  laiâï  o>"  nourriture  ; 
Mais  qui  le  vermeil  boira 

Bien  fera  : 
Il  gaignera  la  tcinflinr. 
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My  throat,  too,  fays  that  it  was  bom  and  bred 

In  land  of  wine  that's  good  ; 
And  that  it  can't  furvive  unlefs  'tis  fed 

From  its  own  neighbourhood. 

My  llomach,  too,  fays  it  can  never  move 

From  its  own  way  a  whit  ; 
If  filled  with  liquor  from  an  apple-grove, 

That  would  do  harm  to  it. 

If  I  quit  wine,  I  thus  hâve,  (dreadful  thought  !), 

Three  mortal  anémies  : 
What  muft  I  do  ?     Let's  ail,  together  brought, 

Drink,  then  good  friends  arife, 

Mouth,  (lomach,  throat,  I  gladly  would  arrange 

To  make  you  ail  content  : 
But  cider  you  mufl  drink,  your  nature  change. 

For  lack  of  plenifhment  ; 

For  wine's  too  dear  :  "  the  impofl,"  and  "  the  fourth," 

The  drinker's  mifery, 
Will  caufe  poor  topers,  perifhed  for  the  worth 

Of  a  drop  wine,  to  die. 

XXXVIII. 

I  cannot  bring  myfelf  to  hâte 

To  congregate 
With  thofe  good  fellows  of  the  pot, 
Whofe  aptnefs  for  difcerning  wine 

Becomes  fo  fine, 
By  fréquent  tefling  of  the  lot. 

To  gouty  old  folks,  wine,  if  good, 

Is  milk  and  food, 
Preferving  them  from  atrophy  ; 
He  who  the  rofy  fort  will  take, 

Makes  no  miftake  : 
He  foon  will  catch  its  vermeil  dye. 
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Le  blanc  endort  cy  fuft  bon, 

Ce  diâî  on, 
A  ces  femmes  Ji  cruelles  ; 
Quand  il  les  endormiroit, 

On  n\xuroit 
Au  logis  tant  de  querelles. 

Le  bon  fildre  e?i  diâî  on  rien  ? 

//  vaut  bien 
Que  quelque  chofc  on  en  die  ; 
Et  certes,  qui  ni  en  croirait, 

On  n^auroit 
Aultre  boire  en  N'ormandie. 

Le  breuuage  compofé 

N'ejl  prifé. 
Aî/ffi  ie  laiffe  la  bière 
Aux  Anglais  &=  Allemans 

Et  Flamans, 
Qui  ont  Vame  roturière. 

Jamais  pour  bon  liaduouray 

Le  poiray  : 
C'ejl  vn  nuifible  breuuage. 
Toutes  fois  ie  le  permetz 

Aux  valets, 
Lcfquclz  n' ont  f oing  du  mefnage. 

De  la  foif  oti  nomme  Veau 

Le  bourreau, 
Qui  la  fain.  mourir  martyre. 
Breuuage  de  pœnitcfit. 

Qui  le  prend 
N'a  pas  bicfi  caufe  de  rire. 

Au  heuucur  d'eau,  qui  c rirait  : 

"  I^e  roy  boit''' 
lùroit  VII  roy  de  grcnouiilis. 
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The  white  is  dro\vfy,  and  were  befl 

To  caufe  to  reft, 
'Tis  faid,  harlh  women  from  their  toils  ; 
When  they  were  once  ail  put  to  fleep, 

That  wine  would  keep 
The  houfehold  free  from  many  broils. 

For  cider  is  there  nought  to  fay  ? 

I  think  we  may 
Sonie  panegyric  of  it  try  ; 
And,  if  my  verdidl  you'U  believe, 

You  won't  receive 
Another  drink  in  Normandy. 

Mixtures  of  divers  qualities 

Men  do  not  prize. 
With  my  confent  is  béer  refigned 
To  Englifh,  Germans,  and  to  fuch 

As,  with  the  Dutch, 
Bear  only  a  commercial  mind. 

To  perry  ne'er  will  I  affign 

The  rank  of  fine  : 
It  is  a  drink  injurious, 
And  only  fitting  to  be  quaffed 

As  lackeys'  draught 
Who  hâve  no  charge  about  the  houfe. 

Water  they  chriflen  as  the  worfl 

Headfman  of  thiril. 
As  martyr  caufing  it  to  die. 
O  beverage  of  niifery  ! 

Who  doth  thee  try, 
Hath  no  good  caufe  for  jollity. 

To  water-drinker,  to  exclaim 

"  rhe  King  drinks  !  "  name 
Of  King  of  Frogs  would  give  alone. 
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Fejlin  qu'on  dejlrampe  d'eau 

N'ejl  poin6l  beau  : 
Faut  que  de  vin  tu  le  mouilles. 

S  il  y  a  fildre  excelent, 

Bien  fouuent 
On  r  aime  fur  tout  breuuage. 
Tu  es,  bon  fidre  orangé, 

(Tout  fongé) 
Vti  bon  meuble  en  vn  fuefnage. 

XXXIX. 

L amour  ie  laifferay  faire 
Et  les  dames  courtizer. 
Il  ne  me  faut  plus  qu'a  boire 
D'autant,  ô^  me  repofer. 

Deia  le  poil  me  grifonne  ; 
Deia  la  goutte  ic  fens. 
Je  veux  traiter  ma  perfonne 
Auec  les  Galle  Bontems. 

Si  fauois  toufiours  eji  eaue 
Vn  muy  de  vinfauoureux, 
Fufî  a' Orléans  ou  de  Graue, 
Je  me  tiendrois  bien  heureux. 

Sans  me  foncier  d'vfure, 
Qui  n'a  jamais  bonfuccez, 
J'irois  le  veoir,  ie  vous  iurc, 
Plus  fouuent  que  mes  proccz. 

Car  fay  vn  mal  de  nature  : 
Mon  poulmon  tout  f ce  dcuient  ; 
Et  mourrois  par  aduenture, 
Si  ne  beuuois  bien  fouuent. 

Cefle  couppe  efl  toute  pleine  ; 
J'en  7'ay  lauer  mes  poulmons. 
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A  feall  with  water-bottles  drefl, 

Is  ail  unblefl  : 
It  mufl  your  wine's  kind  prefence  own. 

Cider,  if  it  be  fuperfîne, 

Above  ail  wine 
Men  oft  prefer  in  their  caroufe. 
Fine  orange-tinted  cider,  thou, 

(We  mufl  allow), 
Art  a  good  chattel  in  the  houfe  ! 


XXXIX. 

To  love  I  do  not  much  incline, 
Nor  bend  to  dames'  behefl. 

I  only  want  to  drink  my  wine, 
And  then  to  take  my  refl. 

My  hair's  already  growing  gray, 
Already  comes  the  goût. 

I  fain  would  pafs  my  time  away 
With  joyous  comrades  flout. 

If  in  my  cellar  I  could  hâve 
Always  a  fragrant  cafk 

Of  wine  of  Orléans,  or  Grave, 
No  better  I  Ihould  afk. 

For  ufuries  I  fhould  not  care, 
Which  never  well  fucceed  ; 

l'd  oftener  try  that  cafk,  I  fwear, 
Than  in  the  law-courts  plead. 

For  an  in-born  defe6l  hâve  I  : 
Throat-thirflinefs  is  mine  ; 

And  peradventure  I  miglit  die, 
Unlefs  oft  drinking  wine. 

Before  me  flands  a  brimming  difh  ; 
My  chefl  fhall  hâve  its  fiU  : 
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Ocjl  le  chaidd  &=  lafaline, 
Ce  n'cjl  pas  nous  qui  beuuons. 


XL. 

Las  !  ie  voy  bien  que  m'a  quiâîé  m'amie  ! 
Elle  nCa  di6l  que  ie  boy  trop  fouuent 
Et  que  cela  niabbregeroit  la  vie. 

Je  m'en  vay  donc  en  vn  defert  fauuage. 
Ne  beuuant  vin  ?iy  fildre  micunement, 
J'y  pajferay  le  rejle  de  mon  aage. 

Si  je  n'y  boy  que  de  l'eau  toute  pure, 
Bien  tojl  ainfi  ie  finiray  mes  jours 
Car  tel  boire  cjl  contraire  a  ma  nature. 

Ce  me  fera  très  dure  pœnitence. 
Ainfi  mourray  regrettant  mes  amours, 
Comme  vn  hermite,  enfaifant  abjlinence. 

Puif  qu'aux  defertz  on  ne  boit  rien  qui  vaille, 
Laiffer  ne  veux  ce  bon  vin  dans  le  pot. 
J'en  boy  a  vous,  premier  que  ie  m'en  aille. 

Apprcs  ma  mort,  faut  fur  ma  tombe  efcrire  : 

"  O'  Sift  Ç^'^  ^  ^^'^''^  aymé  le  piot  : 

"  C'efl  grand  dommage  aux  tauerniers  de  Vire." 


XLI. 

La  bouteille  c'efl  ma  cuiracc. 
Mon  cafque  c'efl  le  gobbelet, 
Et  le  jambon  mon  piflolei. 
Qu'on  me  rcmplijfe  ccflc  taffe  ; 
J'en  veux  (le  cttcur  poinH.  ne  me  faut t) 
Combat rc  la  foif  qui  m'ajfault. 
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It  is  the  heat  and  the  falt-fifh, 
It  is  not  we  who  fwill. 


XL. 

Too  well  I  fee  that  me  my  Love  has  left  ! 

She  told  me  I  too  oft  my  thirft  affuage, 
And  that  I  foon  fhall  be  of  life  bereft. 

I  go,  then,  in  a  defert  lone  to  pine, 

And  there  to  pafs  the  remnant  of  my  âge, 
Tafling  no  more  of  cider  nor  of  wine. 

If  there  I  but  of  water  pure  partake, 

My  days  will  thus  end  very  fpeedily, 
Such  drink  would  ne'er  my  thirfly  nature  flake, 

And  would  to  me  be  grievous  pénitence. 

Thus,  fadly  mourning  o'er  my  love,  l'd  die, 
Like  eremite,  performing  abflinence. 

Since  in  the  defert  no  fine  wine  is  got, 

l'il  drink  your  health  before  I  take  my  flight. 
I  won't  leave  this  good  liquor  in  the  pot. 

On  my  tomb  let  this  epitaph  appear  : — 

"  Hère  lies  one  who  in  wine  did  much  delight 
"  One  greatly  mourned  by  taverners  of  Vire." 


XLI. 

The  wine-bottle  is  my  cuirafs, 

A  goblet  for  helmet  I  choofe. 
A  ham  is  tlie  piflol  I  ufe. 

Corne,  fpeedily  fiU  up  this  glafs  ; 

I  fain,  (and  my  courage  ne'er  fails), 

^^'ould  combat  the  thirfl  that  affails. 
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Bien  tnieux  qUa  Sainâî  Denis,  en  France, 

On  qu^a  la  bataille  de  Dreux, 

Partny  les  potz  combatray  mieux 

Et  auecques  plus  d'ajfeurance  : 

Rien  ie  ne  turay  de  ce  coup 

Que  la  foif,  que  ie  hay  beaucoup. 

Je  hazarderois  bien  ma  vie 
Prez  de  la  bouche  des  canons, 
Si  au  lieu  de  poudre  d^  de  ploms 
Hz  font  chargés  de  Maluoifie  : 
Aultrement  ne  me  parlez  poinâî 
De  perdre  le  moulle  au  pourpoin£î. 

Il  n^ejl  q,ue  mef nager  fa  vie, 
Et  chanter,  viuans  bien  contans. 
Les  Vaîideuire  du  vieux  temps. 
Et  faire  toufiours  chère  lie. 
Quand  le  bon  cotnpagnon  mourra. 
Paye  f es  debtes  qui  voiidra  ! 

La  foif  me  tenoit  a  la  gorge  : 
Je  luy  ay  bien  liuré  PaJ/ault  ; 
Je  luy  ay  faid  faire  vn  beau  fault  ! 
Toufles  fois,  s' elle  ne  defloge. 
Ce  verre  remply,  ie  pourrois 
Lofler  peut  eflre  a  Vaultre  fois. 

XLII. 

Laiffons  viure  tnalheureufes 
Ces  âmes  ambitieufes. 
Et  ioyeufemeJit  viuons 
De  fi  peu  que  nous  auons. 

Lvftirier,  par  grand''  mifere, 
Craignatit  trop  chèrement  boire. 
Meurt  de  foif  vilaijicf?icnt 
Pour  amaffer  de  l'argent. 
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More  brave  than  at  French  St.  Denys, 

More  brave  than  on  Dreux' s  battle-field, 
l'd  fight  among  wine-pots,  nor  yield 

To  any  contending  with  me. 

l'd  kill  only  thirfl  by  fuch  wound  ; 

Thirfl,  hated  with  hatred  profound. 

My  Hfe  would  be  ventured  by  me 

Clofe  up  to  the  guns,  if,  inftead 

Of  powder  and  bullets  of  lead, 
They  were  charged  with  Malvoifie  : 
Don't  otherwife  afk  me  to  choofe 
My  furcoat's  lay-figure  to  lofe  ! 

We've  only  to  manage  our  life, 

And  fmg,  in  the  midfl  of  content, 
The  olden-time  Vaux-de-Vire,  fent 

To  keep  us  unfaddened  by  flrife. 

On  a  boon  companion's  deceafe, 

Thofe  fettle  his  débits  who  pleafe  ! 

l've  had  a  fliarp  flruggle  with  thirfl  : 
l've  well  cannonaded  his  flrength, 
And  captured  his  fortrefs  at  length  ! 

But  even  if  I  get  the  worfl, 

With  full  glafs  at  fome  other  time, 

I  hope  to  his  caille  to  cHmb. 

XLII. 

Let  fouis  that  ambitious  be 
Pafs  their  Hves  devoid  of  glee  ; 
But  let  us  iînd  joyaunce  brave 
In  the  little  that  we  hâve. 

Mifers,  through  their  wretched  cheer, 
Fearing  that  drink  cofls  toc  dear. 
Die  of  thirfl, — a  dreadful  end  ! — 
Hoarding  what  they  would  not  fpend. 
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Qui  trop  au  mefnage  penfe 
Et  qui  conte  fa  def pence, 
PP ayant  en  Vefprit  repos, 
Ne  peut  viure  bien  difpos. 

La  goutte  vn  drolle  n^ affronte, 
Qui  boit  fans  fonger  au  conte  ; 
Auares  enfofttfaifis, 
Qui  ont  les  efcus  nwifts. 

Les  miens  ne  moififfent  guère, 
Pourueu  que  te  trouue  a  boire. 
Jefçay  qu^aprez  le  trefpas 
Plus  nefcruetit  les  ducatz. 

Si  feflois  vn  Jour  en  France 
Quelque  officier  de  finance, 
Verres,  bouteilles,  tonneaux, 
Seroyc7it  mes  meubles  plus  beaux. 

Flacons  pleins  de  Maluoific 
Seroyent  ma  tapiffcrie  ; 
Vn  logis  n^efl  bien  paré. 
Ou  Von  demeure  altéré. 

Rempliffez  moy  ce/le  couppe  : 
Que  ie  boiue  a  cefle  trouppc  ! 
Verre  vuide  ne  vaut  rien 
Partfiy  taftt  de  gens  de  bien. 


XLIII. 

Le  temps  iadis,  07ife  fouloit  efbxittrc, 
Eflant,  Vhuys  clos,  la  neige  Cs^  les  glaçons  ; 
Près  vn  beau  feu,  trois  a  trois,  quatre  a  quatre 
Enfemblc  aufoir  c/loient  les  bons  garçons. 
En  répétant  les  viroifes  c/iatfons, 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU    DE  VIRE.  79 

He  who  thinks  too  much  of  pence, 
Ever  counting  his  expenfe, 
Having  no  repofe  of  mind, 
Never  can  contentment  find. 

Goût  attacks  not  merry  fot, 
Cofl  of  drink  who  counteth  not  ; 
Mifers  are  of  goût  difeafed, 
Who  hâve  crowns  by  mildew  feized. 

Mildew  feldom  feizes  mine, 
If  I  get  enough  of  wine. 
Well  I  know,  vvhen  hfe  is  o'er, 
Ducats  profit  us  no  more. 

Were  I,  fome  day,  made  in  France 
An  officiai  of  finance, 
Glaffes,  bottles,  cafl^s,  fhould  be 
Grandefl  furniture  for  me. 

Ail  my  gorgeous  tapeflry 
Should  be  flafks  of  Malvoifie  ; 
Manfions  are  adorned  the  worfl, 
Where  the  tenants  live  in  thirfl. 

Brimming  fiU  for  me  this  cup  : 
To  your  healths  l'U  drink  it  up  ! 
Empty  glafs  we  ne'er  fhould  view 
In  fo  worfhipful  a  crew. 


XLIII. 

Of  yore,  the  folks  amufed  themfelves  in-doors, 
When  winter  came,  and  icicles,  and  fnow  ; 

Boon  friends,  in  threes  and  threes,  or  fours  and  fours, 
Near  blazing  fire,  fate  in  their  ruRic  row. 
In  order  then  the  fongs  of  Vire  would  flow, 
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Sans  détenir  auam  mauuais  langage, 
Ou  f tir  la  poire  ou  bien  fur  le  fromage, 
Paffoient  ioyeux  le  temps  honneflement. 
S'il  y  auoit  chez  eux  de  bon  breuuage, 
E habandonnoient  fort  volontairement. 

Mais  maintenant  (ce  qui  beaucoup  m'eflonne) 
Chez  f on  voifin  on  ne  hante,  non  plus 
Que  fi  âefloit  quelque  eflrange  perfonne  : 
Les  Vau  de  Vire  on  eflinie  eflre  abus. 
Leur  feul foulas,  âefl  d'auoir  des  efcus. 
Pour  vn  amy  on  ne  veut  rien  def pendre  .- 
Qui  a  bon  fildre,  il  le  garde  pour  vendre, 
S'il  encherifl  en  l'arriére  faif  on. 
Vn  chacun  veut,foutonnier,  près  fa  cendre, 
Se  mal  traitant,  enrichir  fa  maifon. 

Le  bon  vieil  temps  enfuyuons,  ie  vous  prie  : 
Efcus  7ie  font  que  crainte  ôr  penfement  ; 
Mais  que  puiflons  bien  paffer  ce/le  vie, 
Qu'efl  il  befoin  nous  damner  pour  l'argent  ? 
Auec  repos,  auec  contentement, 
Vfoîis  des  biens  que  le  Ciel  nous  enuoyc. 
Il  ne  faut  pas,  faute  d'vn  peu  de  ioye, 
Le  bec  en  l'eau,  nos  jours  précipiter. 
Les  anciens  nous  ont  monflrt  la  voye  : 
Faiâl  il  pas  bien  qui  les  peut  imiter  ? 


XLIV. 

Lorf qu'on  perfe  chez  mo7i  voifin 
Vn  tonneau  de  bon  fidre  plein, 

Ou  de  bon  vin, 
Me  femble  qu'on  méfiance  : 

f'ay  bonne  rfperancc 
D'en  boire  vnefoupirancc 

Soir  ou  matin. 
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Without  a  Word  that  could  offend  the  ear, 

And  o'er  the  pears,  or  cheefe,  their  homely  cheer, 

They  pafled  the  time  in  harmlefs  joyoufnefs. 
If  in  the  houfe  fome  goodly  drink  flood  near, 

They  quitted  it  with  perfe6l  readinefs. 

But  now, — (to  me,  I  o\vti,  a  wondrous  change), — 
Men  pay  no  vifits  to  their  neighbours,  more 

Than  if  their  lives  had  been  entirely  flrange  : 
The  Vaux-de-Vire  as  folUes  they  déplore, 
Their  only  joy  is  hoarding  more  and  more. 

For  a  friend's  fake,  they  won't  incur  expenfe  : 

But  hold  good  cider,  for  the  gain  of  pence, 
Till  the  price  rife  in  the  late  feafon's  days. 

Each  crouches  o'er  his  hearth,  with  craft  intenfe 
Starving  himfelf,  his  houfe's  wealth  to  raife. 

Let  us  rellore  the  good  old  time,  I  pray  : 

Money  does  nought  but  fear  and  trouble  wake  ; 
To  make  this  life  pafs  happily  away, 

Mufl  we  deflroy  ourfelves  for  money's  fake  ? 

In  refl  and  fweet  contentment  let  us  take 
The  bleffmgs  Heav'n  deigns  lovingly  to  fend  : 
And  not,  for  lack  of  what  fome  joy  can  lend, 

By  water-drinking,  death  anticipate. 
Our  fires  hâve  fhown  us  the  right  way  to  wend  : 

Is  not  he  wife,  who  them  can  imitate  ? 


XLIV. 

When,  at  his  own  houfe,  neighbour  mine 
Taps  a  fuU  cafk  of  cider  fine, 
Or  of  good  wire, 
I  feem  betrothed  to  be  : 
Forefhadowing  with  glee 
At  eve,  or  morn,  for  me 
Some  tafle  divine. 

G 
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Ilfe  plaijl  d'ouir  vn  cas  nouueau 
Quelque  romant  ou  conpte  beau 

De  mon  cerueau. 
f  en  forge  6^  luy  en  vay  faire 

Pour  auoir  matière 
De  faire  tirer  a  boire 

De  fou  tonneau. 

Mon  voifin  ie  tiendrois  vn  an 

Sur  le  vin,  lorfque  du  grand  Cham 

Ou  du  Soldan 
Je  luy  compte  quelque  fable 

Qu'il  croit  véritable, 
Ou  que  ie  parle  a  fa  table 

Du  Prejlre  Jan. 

Luy  &>  moy,  fi  âejl  en  hyuer. 
Nous  nous  mettofis  prez  du  fouyer 

A  deuifcr 
Du  temps  de  fan  feu  grand  pcre, 

Sans  ceffer  de  boire, 
Comme  f  en  vais  la  manière 

Vous  demon/lrer. 

C'e/l  ainfi  commue  nous  faifons, 
Luy  QT'  moy,  quand  nous  dcuifo?is 

Prez  des  tifons, 
Detcftans  melancholie 

Et  chiquanerie 
Qui  puijfc  iflrc  forbannyc 

De  noz  maifons. 


XLV. 

Louotis  r Eternel, 
Bibimus  fatis, 
Et  Vhoflc,  lequel 
Nos  pauit  gratis, 
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He  loves  to  hear  the  ftory  new, 
The  old  romance,  the  ballad  true 
My  fancy  drew. 
Of  them  I  fabricate 
Such  flore  for  him,  that  flraight 
His  fpiggot  turns  :  till  late, 
The  draughts  enfue. 

My  neighbour  would  a  whole  year  hang 
Over  the  wine,  when  the  Great  Cham, 
Or  the  Soldan 
Adoms  my  fable  well, 
On  which,  as  true,  he'U  dwell  ; 
Orat  his  board  I  tell 
Of  Prefter  John. 

In  winter,  he  and  I  oft  fit 
Befide  the  hearth,  to  chat  a  bit, 
Trying  to  hit 
The  time  of  his  grandfire  ; 
Still  drinking  by  the  fire, 
Jufl  as  I  now  defire 
To  (how  you  it. 

'Tis  thus  his  hours  and  mine  go  by, 
When  we  in  fond  garrulity 
The  embers  fee  ; 
We  gloomy  thèmes  abjure  ; 
And  in  our  homes,  be  fure, 
We  never  could  endure 
Chicanery. 


XLV. 

Give  God  the  praife, 
Bihhnus  fatis  ; 

Hofl  in  kind  ways 
Nos  pavit  gratis 
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Et  fans  rechigner 
Onerans  menfas 
De  metz  delicas. 

Il  nous  ayme  bien. 
Hoc  patet  nobis  ; 
Car  f  on  meilleur  vi?i 
Deprompfit  cadis, 
Et  nous  en  a  faiâî 
Vfque  ad  oras 
Remplir  nos  hanaps. 

Les  fraiz  ne  f  oient  grands 
Coram  amicis. 
Faut  s'entre  hanter 
Sumptibus  paucis  ; 
Mais  touftours  le  vin 
Lauet  gingiuas 
Apres  le  repas. 

Qu'on  en  donne  donc 
Cuncflis  conuiuis  ; 
A  riwjle  boirons 
Pateris  plenis, 
Le  remercions  : 
A  vingt  ans  d'icy, 
Puijfions  faire  ainfi  ! 


XLVI. 

Médecin  de  ma  tri/lej/e, 
Rcmply  mon  verre,  echançon 
Mourray  ie  de  fcchcreffe, 
Tant  prez  d'vnfi  bon  garçon  ? 
N'enny,  nenny,  helas  f  nenny. 

Choifis  les  potz,  car  du  pire 
Si  tu  me  venais  verfer 
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He  with  fuperb  fare 

Onerans  menfas 
In  his  good-will. 

He  loves  us  well, 

Hoc  patet  nobis  ; 
As  his  befl  wines  tell 

Deprompfit  cadis  ; 
Bidding  us  vvith  them 

Ufque  ad  oras 
Our  beakers  fiU. 

Be  the  coll  fmall 

Corani  amicis. 
Merry  in  hall 

Sumptibtis  paucis  ; 
Yet,  after  méat,  wine 

Lavet  gingivas 
Long  as  we  fwill. 

Be  it,  then,  poured 

Cunâîî's  convivis  ; 
Toall  our  landlord 
Pateris  plenis, 
Thanking  him  warmly. 
Twenty  years  hence, 
Let's  recommence  ! 


XLVI. 

Phyfician  of  my  moumfulnefs, 

Fin  up  my  glafs,  O  fenefchal  ! 

And  I  to  die  of  thirilinefs 

With  fuch  good  conirade  at  my  call  ] 

No,  no  ;  no,  no  ;  alas  !  no,  no. 

Choofe  well  the  A\'ine-pots  ;  for  if  juice 
Inferior  you  were  to  pour. 
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Et  p07irement  me  feduîre, 
Ce  ferait  pour  me  chaffer. 
Nenny,  nenny,  helas  /  nenny. 

Jefçay  bien  que  ie  te  garde, 
Si  me  vas  fauorifant. 
A  la  perfomte  veillarde 
Mauuais  boire  ejl  il  dtcifant  1 
Nenny,  nenny,  helas  !  nenny. 

Boire  bon,  plujlojl  moins  boire, 
Noîis  faiB  fuir  a  7nille  matix. 
Mon  cors  riefl  pas  lauatoire, 
Ou  Von  iette  toutes  eaux. 
Nenny,  nenny,  helas  !  nenny. 

Efl  ce  du  vin  de  ton  mai/ire 
Que  tu  m'as  icy  verfé  ? 
Dormirois  ie  poinâî  peut  eflre 
Si  fcn  eflois  bien  bercé  ? 
Nenny,  nenny,  helas  !  nenny. 


XLVII. 

Meffleurs,  voulez  vous  rien  mafider  ? 
Ce  bateau  va  paffer  la  mer, 
Chargé  de  bon  breuuagc. 
Le  matelot  le  puiffe  bien  meîier 

Sans  péril  ô^  fans  naufrage  ! 

Il  va  couler  icy  aual  : 
Pourueu  gu'vn  pilleur  defloyal 
Ne  le  prenne  au  paffage, 
Et  que  le  vent  fie  le  meine  poi?it  mal. 
Il  va  def  cendre  en  Brouagc. 

Helas  !  ce  vent  n!efl  guère  bon. 
Nous  fommcs  perdus,  compagtwn  ! 
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And  me  fo  IhamefuUy  feduce, 

You  thus  would  drive  me  from  your  door. 
No,  no  ;  no,  no  ;  alas  !  no,  no. 

I  well  know  that  I  won't  leave  you. 

If  you  my  happinefs  regard, 
Of  him  whofe  future  years  are  few, 

Is  naufeous  drink  the  due  reward  ? 
No,  no  ;  no,  no  ;  alas  !  no,  no. 

Though  we  drink  little,  goodly  drink 
Makes  us  efcape  a  thoufand  woes. 

My  body's  not  a  common  fmk 

Wherein  ail  refufe  water  goes. 

No,  no  ;  no,  no  ;  alas  !  no,  no. 

Pray,  is  this  draught  you  pour,  as  fine 
As  for  your  mafler's  felf  you  keep  ? 

If  foundly  cradled  in  this  \vine 

Might  I  procure  no  wink  of  fleep  1 

NO)  no  ;  no,  no  ;  alas  !  no,  no. 


XLVII. 

Sirs,  hâve  ye  no  commands  to-day  ? 
This  vefîel  foon  will  fail  away, 

Well  laden  with  good  wine. 
The  failor  fkilfully  her  courfe  can  lay. 

In  fafety  o'er  the  brine. 

On  fhe  will  fail  at  eafe  : 
If  no  rude  pirate  feize 

On  her  as  fhe  doth  go, 
And  if  fhe  meet  not  with  an  adverfe  breeze, 

To  Brouage  there  below. 

Alas,  w^e're  tempefl-tofl. 
My  (hipmates,  we  are  lofl  ! 
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Vtddcr  faut  ce  naidre, 
Et  mettre  tous  la  main  a  Vauiron.  .  . 
Regardez  comme  je  tire  ! 

Si  vous  tires  autant  que  moy, 
Bien  tojl  ai?ifi,  comme  ie  croy, 
Gaignerons  le  riuage. 
Il  ejl  bien  prez  ;  car  deia  ie  le  voy.  .  . 
Compagnon,  pretwîis  courage  ! 


XLVIII. 

Me  voulez  vous  garir  de  la  berlue  ? 

En  vn  verre  bien  net 
Faut  feulement  mettre  dcuant  ma  veue 

De  ce  bon  vin  clairet, 
Qui  chaleur  donne  a  Patne  morfondue. 
Ejicore  chopine  pleine, 

Encore  chopine  ! 

Me  voulez  vous,  quand  je  fuis  en  cholen 

Eegaillardir  le  cueur  ? 
Tant  feule^nent  il  me  faut  faire  boire 

Cete  bonne  liqueur. 
Qui  le  chagrin  efchangc  en  bo?ine  chère. 
Encore  chopine  plei7ic. 
Encore  chopine  I 

Me  voulez  vous  faire  conter  ot^  dire 

Mille  propos  ioycux  ? 
De  ce  bon  vin  diâles  moy  que  je  tire 

Quelque  bo?i  coup  ou  deux  ; 
L ho7time  fongcart  il  faiB  caufcr  o>'  ;v;v 
Encore  chopine  pleine, 

Encore  chopine  ! 
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Baie  out  our  velTel  full  : 
Ail  hands  to  man  the  pumps  mufl  take  their  pofl  ;- 
Look  you  how  I  can  pull  ! 

If  you  will  pull  like  me, 
In  fliort  tinie  we  (hall  be 

The  harbour  drawing  near. 
It  is  not  far  already,  I  can  fee  ; — 

Shipmate,  away  \vith  fear  ! 


XLVIII. 

Would  you  free  my  eyes  from  daze  ? 

In  glafs  bright  and  clean 
Only  be  before  my  gaze 

That  fair  red  ^vine  feen, 
VVhich  infpires  dull  fouis  with  praife. 

Bring  one  full  chopin  more  ; 
One  chopin  more  ! 

Would  you  my  fwift  choler  flake, 

Raife  my  fpirits  up  ? 
Jufl  prevail  on  me  to  take 

That  good  wholefome  cup 
Which  can  fad  hearts  cheerful  make. 

Bring  one  full  chopin  more  ; 
One  chopin  more  ! 

Would  you  hâve  me  joyous  thought 

Gaily  intertvvine  ? 
Then  to  me  let  there  be  brought 

Draughts  of  this  good  wine, 
With  loud  mirth  for  dreamer  fraught. 

Bring  one  full  chopin  more  ,; 
One  chopin  more  ! 
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XLIX. 

Mon  mary  ha,  que  te  croy, 

Par  mafoy, 
Le  gofi'er  de  chair  falée  : 
Car  il  7ie  peut  refpirer 

Ny  durer 
Si  fa  gorge  liejl  mouillée. 

Lorfqu^il  eji  en  grand  conroux, 

Voulez  vous 
Luy  addoucir  le  courage  ? 
Faiâîes  luy  tant  feulement 

Proniptement 
Boire  quelque  bon  bretmage. 

Pourueu  qiiil  ne  vende  rien 

De  fon  bien. 
S'il  boit,  fenfîds  refiouie  ; 
Car  fay  tout  au  long  du  jour 

Son  amour. 
Et  fommes  fans  faf chérie. 

J'ay  vn  peu  goiflé  en  fin 

Ce  bo?i  vi?i  : 
Or,  viue  ce  bon  breuuage. 
Qui  mon  homme  en  fanté  tnet 

Et  nous  faift 
Viurc  en  paix  en  mariage  ! 


Monfieur  de  céans, 
Ces  honncfles  gens 
Ne  vous  pourroioit  ruiner 

A  chopincr  ; 
Car  le  fidrc  ne  vaut  plus 
Qu^vn  carolus. 
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XLIX. 

My  hufband  has,  as  I  conceive, 

And  do  believe, 
His  gullet  cured  with  brine  : 
For  he  can  neither  thrive 

Nor  live 
With  throat  unfoaked  in  wine. 

When  he  is  in  a  tow'ring  rage, 

Would  you  affuage 
And  make  his  wrath  decHne  ? 
You've  only  got  to  make  him  tafte, 

In  hafle, 
A  pitcher  of  good  wine. 

If  he  would  only  not  abate 

His  good  eflate, 
When  he  drinks,  I  am  glad  : 
For  ail  day  long  I  duly  prove 

His  love, 
And  we  are  never  fad, 

I  hâve  juft  talled,  once  or  twice, 

That  wine  fo  nice  : 
And  I  fay  : — "  Long  live  wine  ; 
"  Which  does  my  hufband's  health  improve, 

"  And  love 
"  With  wedded  life  entwine  !  " 


L. 

Kind  Sir,  you  need  not  fear 
That  thefe  good  people  hère 
Could  ruin  you  by  a  defign 

On  too  much  wine  ; 
For  cider  only  colleth  us 
A  Carolus. 
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Quant  ejl  pour  la  chair, 
Il  coujle  trop  cher 
A  traiâîer  les  gens  de  paons 

Et  de  phaifans. 
Aujfi,  pour  garder  ce  poinâl, 
N^en  aîions  poinâî. 

Nous  auons  pourtant 
Tout  nojlre  contant 
De  metz,  pour  nojîre  repas. 

Bien  delicatz  ; 
Mais  nous  ti auons  pas  la  faim 
De  longue  main. 

Doncq,  permettez  nous, 
(Je  parle  pour  tous) 
De  n'efpargner  ce  pommé 

Si  bien  aymé, 
Sauf  a  boire,  fur  la  fin, 
Vn  peu  de  vin. 

Il  vaut  bien  vrayment 

Son  pefant  d'argent. 

Or,  ie  ne  fay  plus  de  cas 

De  tous  ces  platz  ; 

Approchez  pluflofl  le  pot 

Prez  de  Vefcot. 

Je  tieuffe  chanté. 
Si  ce  n^cufl  eflé 
Ce  bon  boire,  qui  bien  vaut 

Qu'on  chante  hault 
En  dépit  de  noz  voifins. 
Gens  trop  chagrins. 

Mais  qu'a  ton  perdu  ? 
Ce  qui  leur  cfl  dcu 
Les  met  en  grand  pcnfcment 
Inceffammcnt. 
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As  butcher-meat  would  corne 
To  a  much  larger  fum, 
So  peacocks,  pheafants,  for  the  pot 

Cannot  be  got  : 
Neither,  to  fettle  that  affair, 

Do  we  much  care. 

Yet  not  without  a  difli 
Are  we,  that  fuits  our  wifh, 
For  our  repafl,  elaborate 

And  dehcate  ; 
Only  we  do  not  underfland 

The  hungry  hand. 

Then  pray,  permit  us  hère, 
(For  ail,  I  crave  your  ear,) 
To  fpare  not  this  good  apple-wine, 

So  very  fine  ; 
Sure  that,  at  lafl,  we  fhan't  efcape 
Some  wine  of  grape. 

Its  worth  I  eflimate 
At  filver  of  like  weight. 
I  feel  that  now  no  more  I  care 

For  ail  that  fare  ; 
Rather,  fay  I,  bring  us  the  pot, 

Then  pay  the  fliot. 

My  voice  l'd  ne'er  hâve  raifed 
But  for  that  cider  praifed, 
To  which  doth  rightfully  belong 

A  lufly  fong 
In  defpite  of  our  neighbours'  frown, — 
Folks  too  caft-down. 

What  is  it  they  hâve  loll  ? 
They  always  dwell  the  mofl. 
On  what  they  ought  by  rights  to  hâve  ; 
For  ever  grave. 
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Que  ni  en  chaut,  fi  te  liay  pas 
Tant  de  ducas  i 

Cinq  folz  font  autant, 

Quand  on  ejl  contant, 

Et  qu^on  iette  les  ennuis 

Derrière  Vhuis, 
Que  d'efcus  les  facz  tous  pleins 
A  ces  vilains. 

Lhojle,  si' il  vous  plaiji, 
Voila  vojlre  arrejl  : 
De  vojlre  fidre  on  boira 

Tant  qti'on  voudra  ; 
Nous  nous  tiendrons  bien  contans 
Pour  les  defpens. 


LI. 

Ma  femme  fe  diâï  mal  pourueue, 
Que  ie  perdz  les  biens  ô^  la  ve^ie, 
A  force  de  boire  du  bon  ; 
Mais  ne  faut  qu^elle  s'en  tourmente  ; 
Car  âejl  vne  c/iofe  excelentc 
Qu'vn  vénérable  biberon. 

On  diâl  que  f  es  ans  il  abbregc  ; 
Aifiçois  il  a  gra7id  priuilcge  : 
Car,  ccpcfidant  qu'il  boit  d'autant, 
Il  ne  crainâl  poinâï  que  la  pcpic, 
Qui  aux  pouletz  ojle  la  vie, 
Le  fajfe  mourir  a  ri7ijlant. 

Il  ?ie/l  meurtrier  ny  fanguinairc  : 
Car  tout  le  feu  de  fa  cholcre, 
Beuuant  bien,  il  trampe  6-  dijlaincl 
Mais  que  celuy  la  o?i  rcdoubtr, 
Qui  ne  beuuant  que  goutte  a  goutte 
Frappe  quand  on  n'y  pcnfc  poincl. 
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If  fcantier  my  ducats  be, 

What  is  't  to  me  ? 

Five  fous  are  as  great  flore, — 
If  men  behind  the  door 
Would  only  caft  their  cares  away, — 

As  great,  I  fay, 
As  are  the  bags  ail  full  of  crowns 

Of  thofe  dull  clowns. 

For  you,  hoft  !  if  you  pleafe, 
The  laws  we  make  are  thefe  : — 
We'U  drink  your  cider,  quantum  fuff. 

And  long  enough, 
And  feel  that  we  with  fpirits  gay 
The  cofl  can  pay. 


LI. 

My  wife  complains  of  want  of  pelf, 
And  fays  I  wafte  fight,  goods,  myfelf, 

By  drinking  wine  that's  mellow  ; 
She  need  not  vex  herfelf  a  jot  : 
Becaufe  a  vénérable  fot 

Is  really  a  grand  fellow. 

They  fay  that  he'U  abridge  his  days  ; 
But  then  he  gains  in  other  ways  : 

For,  long  as  he  keeps  drinking, 
He  fears  not  lefl  dyfpepfia, 
Which  carries  chickens  off,  they  fay, 

Will  kill  him  too,  unthinking. 

He's  not  bloodthirflily  inclined  : 
For  ail  the  choler  of  his  mind 

His  long  draughts  quench  and  foften  ; 
Him  rather  they  hâve  caufe  to  fear, 
Who  drinks  a  little  there  and  hère, 

And,  unforefeen,  flrikes  often. 
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Helas  !  que  fai£î  vn  panure  yurongne  7 
Ilfe  couche  &"  7ioccit  perfonne  ; 
Ou  bien  il  did  propos  ioyeux  ; 
Il  nefonge  poinB  en  vfure. 
Et  ne  faiH:  a  perfonne  iniure. 
Beuueur  d'eau  peut  il  faire  mieux  1 

LU. 

Mes  bons  feigneurs,  ie  pe?ife,  a  mon  aduis, 
Que  Centre  veoir  &  vifiter  fouuent, 
C'e/l  ce  quifaifl  toufiours  les  bons  amis. 
Vfons  les  vtts  des  autres  librement, 
Et  que  chacîcn,  fur  ce  boire  excele?if, 
Laue  fon  cucur  de  toute  hypocrifu.  .  . 
Aux  Alemans  bien  boire  efl  courtoifie. 

En  table,  o?i  efl  pour  boire  cn  pour  ^najiger, 
Et  fon  repas  prendre  ioyeufejnent. 
Or  fus  !  afin  de  vous  encoitrager, 
Je  vay  le  mien  vuider  premièrement. 
C'efl  vn  fourrier  qui  va  tant  failcmcnt 
Pour  les  autres  le  logis  recongnoiflre.  .  . 
Toufiours  ma  foif  ne  ceffe  de  renaiflrc. 

Je  voudrais  bien  en  affaillir  quelqu'vn 
De  ceux  qui  vont,  cefe?nble,  rechignant. 
Il  faut  laiffer  le  chagrin  importun, 
A  tout  le  moins  a  la  table  en  beuiiant. 
Cecy  s'ejt  va  droiâï  au  Font  Ecoulant  : 
C'efl  a  Guibray  d'icy  la  droiâîe  voie.  .  . 
Que  ce  bon  vin  7-afraifchit  bien  le  foyc  ! 

LUI. 

Mon  cherfoucy,  o  boîiteille  ni  amie, 

Secourez  moy  ! 
Vien?ie  mouiller  voflre  douce  liqueur 
Mon  goficrfec  &>  garir  ma  pcpie  I 

Enncouoy  ! 
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Poor  topers  do  but  what  they  can  ; 
They  go  to  bed,  but  flay  no  man  ; 

Or  with  gay  converfe  end  it. 
They  never  dream  of  ufury. 
They  do  no  one  an  injury. 

Can  water-drinkers  mend  it  ? 

LU. 
Kind  Sirs,  I  venture  to  advife 

That  fréquent  vifits  greatly  tend 
To  caufe  good  friends  to  fratemife. 

Let's  vifit,  then,  as  friend  with  friend  ; 

And,  in  this  fine  wine,  each  attend 
To  wafli  off  ail  hypocrify  : — 
Drinking  is  German  courtefy. 

At  table  we  fliould  drink  and  eat, 

And  our  repafl  take  joyoufly. 
To  aid  you  by  example  meet, 

My  glafs  l'il  empty  inflantly. 

'Tis  but  a  fcout,  who  pryingly 
Is  by  the  refl  fent  on  before. — 
My  thirfl  at  once  revives  for  more. 

O  were  that  thirfl  to  him  but  fent 

Who  feems  to  grumble  at  his  cheer  ! 

Away  with  haunting  difcontent, 

At  leafl  while  we're  caroufmg  hère. 
To  Pont-Ecoulant  this  will  fleer  : 

To  Guibray  hence  the  fhorteft  way. — 

How  this  good  \v\ne  doth  thirfl  allay  ! 

LUI. 

My  bottle,  my  mofl  trufly  friend, 

Be  my  ally  ! 
Corne,  let  thy  dulcet  liquor  biefs 
My  throat,  and  my  dyfpepfy  end  ' 

Enneovoy ! 

H 
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Longtemps  y  a  qt^a  haute  voix  je  crie: 

*'  Secourez  moy  !  " 
Uvn  peu  de  vin  reconfortez  mon  cueur, 
Ou  aultrement  ie  vay  perdre  la  vie.  .  . 

Enneouoy  ! 

Je  fuis  armé  contre  mon  ennemie  : 

Secourez  moy  ! 
FaiBes  ai?ifi  :  fervez  moy  de  fécond  I 
Serez  vous  poinâi,  voifin,  de  la  partie  1 

Enneouoy  ! 

Vn  bon  amy  iH attend  pas  qu^on  luy  die  : 

''  Secourez  moy  /" 
V71  verre  plein,  &=  ffl  il  très  profond, 
Je  vuide  bien,  auant  que  Vo7i  m'en  prie. 

Enneouoy  I 

Tirez  vn  coup,  ayez  Vame  hardie  ; 

Secourez  moy  / 
Deia  d'vn  coup  que  j'ay  mis  prez  du  cueur 
Mafoif  en  a  prefque  perdu  la  vie. 

Efineouoy  ! 

Mon  cher  defir,  0  bouteille  m'amie, 

Secourez-moy  / 
Vienne  mouiller  voflre  douce  liqueur 
Àlon  gofierfec  &>  garir  ma  pépie  t 

Enneouoy  ! 


LIV. 

Mefftcurs,  maintenant  dclaiffcz 

Tous  vos  proccz. 
Afjfcz  vous  aurez  d'aultrc  temps 

Pour  d\iuarice 

Faire  exercice 

Sur  les  clic'is. 
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Long  unto  thee  my  cries  afcend  : 

"  Be  my  ally  !  " 
Cheer  Avith  fome  wine  my  heart's  diflrefs, 
Elfe  end  my  life  and  happinefs. 

Enneovoy  ! 

From  foe  I  now  niyfelf  défend  : 

Be  my  ally  ! 
Be  my  flout  fécond  in  the  fight  ! 
My  neighbour,  won't  thou,  too,  attend  ? 

Enneovoy  ! 

True  friend  waits  not  till  call  we  fend, 

"  Be  my  ally  !  " 
FuU  glafs,  and  deep,  'tis  my  delight, 
Unafked,  at  one  good  draught  to  end. 

Enneovoy !  . 

AVith  a  frefh  draught,  frelh  boldnefs  blend  : 

Be  my  ally  ! 
The  draught  will  bring  heart-happinefs, 
And  to  my  thirfl  deflruélion  fend. 

Enneovoy  ! 

My  bottle,  well-beloved  friend, 

Be  my  ally  ! 
Come,  let  thy  dulcet  liquor  biefs 
My  throat,  and  my  dyfpepfy  end  ! 

Enneovoy ! 


LIV. 

Ceafe,  gentlemen,  a  little  while, 
Your  lawfuits'  guile. 

Sufificient  time  will  yet  remain 
For  avarice 
To  exercife, 
On  clients,  gain. 
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Les  aduocatz  qui  n^ont  repos 

Sont  mal  difpos  ; 
On  les  void  bientojî  grifonner. 

Le  perfonnage 

Qui  ejl  bien  fage 

Ne  veut  plaider. 

Je  liayme  point  dillation 

Sur  la  boiffon. 
On  ne  prend  poinâl  fur  moy  dcffaut 

Ny  contumace, 

A  pleine  taffe 

Quand  boire  il  faut. 

Mais  il  faut,  quand  fay  beu  vion  pot, 

Payer  Vefcot. 
D'vn  cliefit  vous  aucz  les  f as, 

Qui  vous  dcffraye. 

Et  le  vin  paye, 

QuHl  ne  boit  pas. 

Mais  je  ?ie  fuis  pour  cenfurer 

Voflre  mefîier  ; 
Tous  eflatz  tendent  a  V argent. 

Cefle  iournée 

Soit  célébrée 

Joymfement  ! 

Fcfle  qui  vient  au  mois  de  may 

Rend  le  cœur  gay  ; 
Et  puis  voicy  bonne  liqueur  : 

Qu'elle  f  oit  beuc, 

Et  qu'on  falue 

Noflre  majeur  ! 

A  vous,  monfieur  ?ioflre  majeur. 

De  fort  bon  cueur  / 
Prenez  le  mal  que  font  les  dens 
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Thofe  Advocates  who  never  reft, 

Are  fouis  unblefl  ; 
We  fee  their  hairs  grow  gray  with  fpeed. 

The  perfonage 

Who  is  mofl  fage, 

Will  never  plead. 

No  dilatory  pleas  love  I, 

When  drink  I  try. 
They  don't  catch  me  malingering, 

Nor  outlaw  found, 

When  goblets  round 

Hâve  their  full  fwing. 

But,  when  l've  turned  my  wine-pot  o'er, 

How  clear  the  fcore  ? 
Your  client's  bags,  crammed  to  the  brim, 

Will  you  well  pay  ; 

And  wine  defray, 

Not  drunk  by  him. 

But  l'm  not  hère  to  difapprove 

The  trade  you  love  ; 
'Tis  money  govems  ev'ry  flate. 

Let  us,  at  leafl, 

This  day  with  Feall 

Now  celebrate. 

A  Feilival  that  cornes  in  May 

Makes  the  heart  gay  ; 
And  hère  there  is  good  Avine  for  cheer  : 

Quench,  then,  your  thirfl, 

Saluting  firfl 

Our  Major  hère  ! 

To  you,  our  Major,  thus  our  love 

We  gladly  prove  ! 
Submit  to  toothache,  if  it  bore, 
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En  patience, 
Et  non  vengeatice 
Sur  les  cliens. 

LV. 

Ne  hantant  point  le  monde 
Je  ne  fay  que  refuer  ; 
Ma  femme  au  logis  gronde 
Ne  ceffant  de  crier  ; 
J^en  fuis  nielancholicque  ; 
Mais  pour  fuir  le  chagrin 
Faut  que  ie  communicque 
Auecqiies  mon  voifin. 

Lhyuer,  durant  la  pluyc, 
Au  fuir  nous  nous  hantons  ; 
Prez  beau  feu,  la  rofiic 
Dans  le  vin  nous  tra?npoiis. 
Nous  ne  parlons  d^ affaires. 
Mais  de  dif cours  plaifant, 
Cependant  que  les  poires 
Et  marrons  vont  cidfant. 

Si  le  vin,  après  rire, 
Nous  deffault,  volontiers 
Aux  courtz  feflus  on  tire 
A  qui  payra  fon  tiers. 
Si  f canons  en  ta^icrne 
Quelque  bonne  boiffon. 
On  dit  :  "  Pren  la  lanterne, 
"  Apportez  en,  garçon  !  " 

La  voifinc  s'efgaye, 
Et  ne  ride  fon  front, 
Lorfque  fon  mary  paye 
Comme  les  aultres  font. 
EUcfucre  la  poire, 
Difant  le  petit  mot, 
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Quite  patiently  : — 

Not  cruelly 

To  clients  poor  ! 

LV. 

Far  from  the  world,  my  life 

In  dreaminefs  goes  by  ; 
At  home,  my  fcolding  wife 

Is  ever  in  full  cry  ; 
In  melancholy  mood, 

Such  wearinefs  to  mend, 
I  feel  it  mufl  be  good 

To  go  and  fee  my  friand. 

On  rainy  wnter  night 

Affembled,  guefls  and  hofl, 
By  good  fire's  blazing  light, 

In  wine  we  dip  the  toafl. 
We  talk  of  no  affairs, 

But  jocund  thèmes  alone  ; 
While  cheflnuts  and  the  pearîj 

Are  roafling  on  hearth-flone. 

If,  after  mirth,  our  wine 

Run  (hort,  in  pleafant  way 
We  draw  flraws,  to  divine 

Who  for  fome  more  fhall  pay. 
If  a  good  tap  we  know 

In  tavem  kept  hard  by, — 
"  Boy,  take  the  lantern,  go, 

"  Fetch  hither  fome," — we  cry. 

Our  neighbour's  wife  is  gay, 

Her  forehead  fhows  no  frown, 

Although  her  hufband  pay, 

Like  ail  the  refl,  cafli  dov\'n. 

She  fugars  o'er  the  pears, 

She  chatters  fniall-talk  fliil  ; 
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Nous  aide  mefme  a  boire 
Et  fe  met  de  Vefcot. 

Lorfque  me  preffe  V heure, 
Je  retourne  au  logis  ; 
Ma  femme  ejl  la  qui  pleure, 
Ainfi  qu'il  m'ejl  aduis. 
Et  me  diâl  en  cholere  : 
"  Que  fay  ie  feule  au  liâî  ? 
"  Efl  il  feant  de  boire 
"  Ainfi  jufqu'a  j?iinuiâî  ?  " 

De  peur  d'auoir  querelle, 
Et  d'efire  martyre, 
Je  me  couche  auprès  d'elle, 
Eaigfiant  d'efire  altéré. 
Feu  a  peu  ie  la  baife, 
Ne  difant  mot  pourtant  : 
Vne  femme  mamiaife 
On  dompte  en  la  flatant. 

Mcfileurs,  ie  vous  fuplie 
Que  ie  boyue  a  vous  tous  : 
Les  femmes  ie  n'oublie, 
Car  je  crains  leur  couroux. 
Bon  vin,  quand  ie  me  couche, 
Si  j'auois  ton  pareil, 
Pour  en  lauer  ?na  bouche, 
Jaurois  vn  bon  foinmeil. 


LVI. 

Ne  laiffons  poinâî  fecher 
Le  paffage  des  viurcs. 
Mais  que  nous  f oyons  y urcs, 
jYûus  nous  irons  coucher. 
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Yea,  (he  our  drinking  fhares, — 
She  pays  with  us  the  bill  ! 

When  late  the  hour  appears, 

Retuming  to  my  home, 
My  wife  is  there  in  tears, 

As  I  hear  when  I  corne. 
She  greets  me  tellily  : — 

"I  lie  a-bed,  alone  : 
"  Do  you  thus  fhameleflly 

"  Caroufe  till  midnight's  gone  ?  " 

To  fave  ail  angry  flir, 

And  fliun  a  martyr' s  fate, 
I  lay  me  down  by  her, 

Feigning  my  thirfl  is  great. 
Her,  by  and  by,  I  kifs. 

But  not  a  word  fay  I  : 
A  termagant  like  this 

Is  tamed  by  flattery. 

My  friends,  l'm  now  inclined 

To  drink  to  you  ail  hère  ; 
I  bear  our  wives  in  mind, 

Becaufe  their  wrath  I  fear. 
Good  wine  !  when  lleep  I  get, 

Had  I  fome  one  like  thee, 
My  thirfting  mouth  to  wet, 

Sound  would  my  flumbers  be  ! 


LVI. 

Dry  not  the  channel  up 

Through  which  our  food  is  led  ; 

When  drunk,  we'll  go  to  bed 
After  our  mafler-cup. 
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Noyans  nojîrefoucy 
En  ce  doux  (TAgorie, 
Bernions  tous,  ie  vous  prie, 
A  rhojle  que  voicy  ! 

Il  lia  poin6î  de  regret 
Au  fidre  quHl  nous  domie  ; 
En  eujl  il  vne  to?ine, 
Il  Phabandonneroit. 

Voulez  vous  rien  mander 
La  bas  a  la  riuiere  ? 
Y  auez  vous  affaire  ? 
Les  trippes  vay  lauer. 

O  foulas  des  goficrs, 
O  très  bon  ius  de  pomme  ! 
Prions  pour  le  bon  homme 
Qui  planta  les  pommiers. 


LVII. 

Nous  fommes  vne  grande  trouppc 

Uinfortunez, 
Qui,  pour  auoir  trop  mis  la  couppe 

Deffoubz  le  ?iez, 
Sonwies  malades  au  cerueau 

Du  mal  de  pippe, 
Qui  prend  ceux  qui  breuuage  d^cau 
Ne  mettent  dans  leur  trippc. 

On  nous  diâî  :   Comme  de  nature 

Le  fcorpion 
Mcfme  ejl  bon  contre  fa  bleffcurc 

Pour  garifon  ; 
Qiûil  faut  l'elourner  aux  bojis  vins 

Comme  a  la  befe 

Qui  nous  a  mis  ces  tintouins 

Et  ce  mal  dans  la  trflc. 
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Let  us  our  forrows  drown 

In  this  fweet  D'Agorie  ; 

To  our  hofl's  welfare,  we 
Will  fwallow  bumpers  down. 

Not  at  ail  does  he  grieve 

Over  his  cider-cafk  ; 

Nor,  of  a  tun,  would  aflc 
That  we  a  drop  fhould  leave. 

Down  at  yon  river-fide 

Do  you  no  errand  need  1 

Thither  l'il  now  proceed 
To  wafli  my  inner-fide. 


Throat-folace,  hail  to  thee, 

Apple-juice,  dear  to  thirfl 
Pray  for  his  foui,  who  fird 

Planted  the  apple-tree  ! 


LVII. 

We're  a  great  troop,  alas  ! 

Oppreffed  by  many  woes, 
Becaufe  we've  held  the  glafs 

Too  oft  beneath  our  nofe  ; 
Such  qualms  our  brain  confufe, 

As  flrike,  from  pipes  of  wines, 
Thofe  who  no  water  ufe 

Within  their  inteflines. 

As  fcorpion,  (they  fay), 

Is  naturally  fure 
His  venora  to  allay 

By  fympathetic  cure, 
So  we  mufl  feek  again 

Good  wine,  the  beafl  that  bred 
In  us  this  aching  pain, 

This  buz^ing  in  the  head. 
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Cejl  le  fiibie5l  pourquoy  nousfomnies 

Venus  de  loing. 
Secourez  donc  ces  paoures  hommes 

En  leur  befomg, 
Et  nous  dogmes,  pour  nous  garir. 

Ce  bon  breutcage, 
Qui  redonne  plus  de  plaifir 
QuHl  n'a  faiâî  de  dom^ttage. 

Loge,  bon  vin,  en  tna  poiflrine. 

Entre  chez  moy  ! 
Puifque  me  fers  de  médecine 

Quand  ie  te  boy  ! 
Qui  me  verra  tout  avaller 

Ne  s'en  ejlonne  ! 
Il  ne  fe  faut  poi?ifl  efpargner 
Pour  guarir  fa  perfonjie. 

LVIII. 

N approche,  auarice  chiche. 
De  ma  table  aîicunemefit  : 
Tufs  mourir pouremcfit 
Mon  voifin,  quoy  qu'il fifl  riche. 
Riche  auare  efl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  le  fcray  pas. 

Dedans  fa  7naifo?i  fermée 
Tous  les  iours  il  fc  cachoit  ; 
Sa  chcinince  il  bouchoit, 
Craig/ia?it  perdre  la  fumée. 
Riche  auare  efl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  le  fcray  pas. 

Il  portait  a  fa  ceinture 
Ses  fouliers  qu'il  efpargnoit  ; 
De  fon  poil  il  rcferroit 
Et  des  ongles  la  rongncurc. 
Riche  auare  efl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ic  ne  le  fcray  pas. 
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That  is  the  reafon  why 

We  poor  men  come  from  far. 
Give,  then,  your  charity 

To  us  who  patients  are, 
And  grant  us  for  our  cure 

That  goodly  liquid  charm, 
Which,  if  it  hurt,  will,  fure, 

Far  more  than  heal  the  harm. 

Lodge  in  my  breafl,  good  wine, 

O  enter  into  me, 
Serving  as  medicine 

When  I  refort  to  thee  ! 
Let  him  who  fées  me  take 

The  whole,  be  not  furprifed  ! 
Since,  for  my  perfon's  fake. 

Self  mull  be  facrificed. 

LVIII. 

Vile  avarice,  get  hence  ! 

My  table  come  not  nigh  : 
Thou  madeft  my  neighbour  die, 

Though  rich,  in  indigence  ; 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 

He  every  day  would  ufe 

In  his  clofed  houfe  to  hide  ; 

He  flopped  his  chimney  wide, 
Lefl  he  the  fmoke  fhould  lofe. 
Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 
No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 

His  fhoes,  their  foies  to  fpare, 

He  at  his  girdle  wore  ; 

Nail-parings  he  would  flore, 
And  croppings  of  his  hair. 
Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 
No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 
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S'il  donnoit,  au  jour  de  fejie, 
A  deux  paoîuires  vn  denier, 
Ce  n'e/loitfans  rechigner  ; 
Encor  demandait  f  on  rejle. 
Riche  atiare  eji  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  leferay  pas. 

Four  ne  perdre  Peaufaléc 
Du  merlut,  quand  il  houilloit. 
De  lafoicppe  il  en  f ai f oit 
Dont  il  paffoit  la  journée. 
Riche  auare  ejl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  leferay  pas. 

D'eflrain  6^  de  chaneuotte 
Se  chauffoit  tous  les  hyuers  : 
Il  eujl  vendu  volontiers 
La  graîjfe  de  fa  calotte. 
Riche  auare  ejl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  le  fe7-ay  pas. 

Mais,  qua7it  efl  defon  breuuagc, 
Ayant  vin  a  plein  tojineau, 
Il  ne  beuuoit  que  de  l'eau. 
S'il  efl  mort,  efl  ce  dommage  ? 
Riche  auare  efl  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  le  fer ay  pas. 

Cecy  férue  d' exetnplaire  I 
Et  beuuons  fans  chicheté 
Bon  vin  pur  pour  la  faute, 
Tel  qu'il  efl  né  de  fa  merc. 
Riche  auare  el  peu  de  cas  : 
Non,  ie  ne  le  feray  pas. 

LIX. 

N'abrégeons  poincl  nofîrc  vie 
Par  trop  nous  attcdicr  : 
Cent  a?is  de  mclancliolie 
Ne  payront  pas  V7i  denier. 
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If,  on  a  feftal  day, 

He  gave  two  poor  one  mite, 
He,  grudging,  would  delight 

To  make  them  change  repay. 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 

To  fave  the  ley  faline 

Of  llockfifh,  when  he  boiled, 
At  foup  thereof  he  toiled, 

And  but  on  it  would  dine. 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  ;  I  will  be  wifer. 

Hemp-litter,  void  of  fap, 

Warmed  him  in  \vinter's  cold  : 
He  gladly  would  hâve  fold 

The  greafe  of  his  (kull-cap. 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  ;  I  will  be  wifer. 

Then,  for  his  drink,  inflead 

Of  his  well-fiUed  wine-cafl<, 
Water  alone  he'd  afk. 

'Tis  a  good  thing  he's  dead. 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 

Let  him  a  waming  be  ! 

And  let  us  well  incline 

To  quaff  good  wholefome  wine, 

Pure-born  of  vintage-tree. 

Out  on  a  wealthy  mifer  ! 

No,  no  :  I  will  be  wifer. 

LIX. 

Short  life  do  not  confume 

In  difmal  hankering  : 

An  hundred  years  of  gloom 

Will  not  one  penny  bring. 
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Attendons  a  rechigner, 

Quand  nous  ferons  malades, 

Qiûoti  viendra  nous  ordonner 
Des  breuuages  fi  fades. 

Ores,  que  fo7nmes  alaigres. 
Et  en  fanté,  Dieu  niercy, 
Laiffons  la  ces  fildres  aigres  ; 
Je  trouue  bon  cejluy  cy. 
Il  efl  fain  &  chauld  auffi 

Au  vetitre  âj^  a  la  boiiche  : 
Auffi  Vhofie  que  voicy 

En  boit,  qjiand  il  fe  couche. 

Il  traiâîe  la  compaignie 
Certes  affez  proprement. 
Si  nous  eflions  a  la  pluye, 
Nous  feriofis  bien  pirement. 
Je  hay  fiaturelle7?ient 

Dorage  ô^  la  tourmente. 
Afais  le  vin  inco7itinent 

M'en  ofle  Vefpouuantc. 

Deau  qui  nourrifi  la  gre?iouille, 
Me  refroidit  trop  les  dens  ; 
J'aytne  mieux  qu'elle  me  mouille 
Par  dehors  que  par  dedans. 
A  vous,  mo7ificur  de  ceatis  ! 

Piégez  moy,  je  vous  prie  : 
Voicy  vn  doux  paffe  tems, 

Mais  qu'il  ne  7'ous  enmiye. 


LX. 

Nous  fommes  trop  long  tems  icy  ; 
J'ay  peur  qu'il  vous  ennuyé  ! 
Allons  nous  en  ;  fay  peur  qu'il  vous  rnnuxe  . 
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Put  off  your  looking  ill 

Till  do6lors  fliall  prefcribe  : 
You  then  will  hâve  your  fiU, 

But  naufeous  draughts  imbibe. 

But  now,  while  we  are  gay, 

With,  thank  God  !  no  difeafe, 
Thofe  four  drinks  cafl  away  ; 

This  cider  does  me  pleafe. 
'Tis  found,  and  vvarm  it  makes 

The  mouth,  and  eke  the  chefl 
'Tis  what  our  landlord  takes 

When  he  retires  to  refl. 

He  treats  the  company, 

l'm  fure,  to  ail  that's  right  ; 
Out  in  the  rain  we'd  be 

In  very  much  worfe  plight, 
By  nature  I  deteft 

The  (lorm  and  hurricane  ; 
But  wine  is  quickly  blefl 

In  calming  me  again. 

Water  will  frogs  fuflain, 

But  makes  my  teeth  to  grin  : 
I  like  it  to  remain 

Outfide  me,  not  within. 
Good  health,  my  friend,  to  thee  ! 

Pledge  me  with  heartinefs. 
'Tis  pleafant  paflime  ;  free, 

I  trufl,  of  wearinefs  ? 


LX. 

Too  long  we  hâve  flayed  hère  ; 
You're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 
Let's  take  our  leave  ;  you're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 
I 
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Monfieur  nojlre  hojîe,  grand  meixy  ! 
Noies  fommes  trop  long  temps  icy  : 
Monfieur  fiq/ire  hojle,  grand  mercy  ! 
Coiiurez  vous,  ie  vous  prie  ! 
Allons  nous  en  ;  fay  peur  qu'il  vous  ennuie  ! 

Vous  auez  par  trop  grand  foucy, 
Nous  foinjnes  trop  long  te?nps  icy  : 
Vous  auez  par  trop  grand  foucy 
Traiéïé  la  compaig?iie. 
Allo7is  nous  en  ;  fay  peur  qu'il  vous  enmiie  ! 

A  vous,  du  rejle  que  voicy  ! 
Nous  fommes  trop  long  temps  icy  : 
A  vous  du  refle  que  voicy  ! 
Il  efî  fol  qui  s'oublie  ! 
Allons  nous  en  ;  fay  peter  qji'il  votis  ennuie  ! 

S'il  vous  plaifl,  vous  ferez  ainfi  ! 
Nous  fommes  trop  long  temps  icy  ! 
S'il  vous  plaifl,  voîis  ferez  ainfi  ! 
Chacun  vous  en  fupplie. 
Allons  nous  en  ;  j'ay  peur  qu'il  l'ons  ennuie  ! 

LXI. 

Nous  fommes  a?'jnés  comme  il  fault  : 
A  l'arme  !  a  l'affaut  !  a  l'affault  ! 
Nous  fommes  armés  comme  il  fault  : 
Chacun  inonflre  ce  qu'il  fcait  faire  ! 

Il  fcinblc  que  le  cucnr  vous  fault  : 
A  l'arme  !  a  l'affault  !  a  l'affault  f 
Il  fcmhlc  que  le  cucur  vous  fault, 
Car  vous  faicles  pitcufc  char. 
Nous  fommes  armés  cofumc  il  fault  : 
Chacun  monfirc  ce  qu'il  fcait  faire  ! 

la  trompette  a  f  on  né  bien  haull  : 
A  Parme  !  a  l'affault  !  a  l'affault  ! 
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Befl  thanks,  our  landlord  dear  ! 

(Too  long  we  hâve  flayed  hère)  : 
Bell  thanks,  our  landlord  dear  ! 

I  beg  your  hat  you'U  wear. 
Let's  take  our  leave  ;  you're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 

You  hâve,  as  we  can  fwear, 

(Too  long  we  hâve  flayed  hère)  : 
You  hâve,  as  we  can  fwear, 
Regaled  us  far  and  near. 
Let's  take  our  leave  ;  you're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 

Your  health,  with  what's  left  there  ! 

(Too  long  we  hâve  flayed  hère)  : 
Your  health,  with  what's  left  there  ! 

'Twere  foolifli  to  forbear  ! 
Let's  take  our  leave  ;  you're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 

Pray  do  fo,  with  like  cheer  ! 

(Too  long  we  hâve  flayed  hère)  : 
Pray  do  fo,  with  like  cheer  ! 

Each  one  entreats  you  hère. 
Let's  take  our  leave  ;  you're  tired  of  us,  I  fear  ! 

LXI. 

We  are  armed  againfl  ail  harms. 
To  arms  !  to  arms  !  charge  !  to  arms  ! 
We  are  armed  againfl  ail  harms  : 
Each  one  show  how  he  can  fight  ! 

You  appear  to  feel  alarms  : 

To  arms  !  to  arms  !  charge  !  to  arms  ! 

You  appear  to  feel  alarms, 

Judging  by  your  appetite. 

We  are  armed  againfl  ail  harms  : 

Each  one  fliow  how  he  can  fight  ! 

Hark  !  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms  : 
To  arms  !  to  arms  !  charge  !  to  arms  ! 
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La  irojnpette  afon?i'e  bien  hault, 
E7icor  premier  7ious  faut  il  boire  I 
Nous  fommes  armés  comme  il  faiilt  : 
Chaain  mo?iJîre  ce  qv! il  fcait  faire  ! 

Nous  en  aurons  le  cucur  plus  chault  ; 
A  Parme  !  a  Vaffanlt  !  a  Vaffault  ! 
Nous  en  aurons  le  cue^ir  plus  chault, 
Et  vaincrojis  mieux  noflre  adiicrfaire. 
Nous  fommes  armés  comme  il  fault  : 
Chacun  monflre  ce  quHl  fcait  faire  ! 

A  vn  f  ay  fai^  fai7'e  vn  beau  fault  ! 
A  Parme  !  a  Pajfault  !  a  Vaffault  ! 
A  vn,  fay  faiH:  faire  vn  beau  fault  ! 
Vous  en  ferez  cji  la  manière. 
Nous  fommes  armés  comme  il  fault  : 
Chacun  monflre  ce  qu'il  fcait  faire  f 

LXII. 

Ofles  moy  ce  médecin 
Qui  veult  que  de  Veau  ic  boy  ne 
Et  que  ie  quiâle  le  vin, 
Vne  liqueur  fi  fouefue  I 
Fenfant  ainfi  me  gaj-ir 
Il  me  veut  faii'c  mourir. 

IJcau  rfl  a  mon  naturel 
Vji  clément  tout  co?! traire  ; 
Et  ce  médecin  cruel 
Me  vient  conf aller  d'en  boire  ! 
Fy,fy  defon  recipe  ! 
fe  n'y  feray  plus  trompé  f 

Si  ce  jnefchafit  Peuffe  creu, 

Las  !  ie  f  crois  mort  tout  roiddc  ; 

Si  f'ulrmcnt  i'eufe  bcii 

Sa  ptifanr  &=  fon  eau  froidPr. 
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Hark  !  the  trampet  founds  to  amis  ! 
We  mufl  drink  before  we  fight  ! 
We  are  armed  againft.  ail  harms  : 
Each  one  fhow  how  he  can  fight  ! 

Now  our  heart  with  courage  warms. 
To  arms  !  to  arms  !  charge  !  to  arms  ! 
Now  our  heart  with  courage  warms, 
And  the  foe  we'll  put  to  flight. 
We  are  armed  againft  ail  harms  : 
Each  one  fhow  how  he  can  fight  ! 

l've  brought  down  one  of  their  fwarms  ! 
To  arms  !  to  arms  !  charge  !   to  arms  ! 
l've  brought  down  one  of  their  fwarms  ! 
Do  the  famé,  and  you'U  do  right. 
We  are  armed  againft  ail  harms  : 
Each  one  Ihow  how  he  can  fight  ! 

LXII. 

Send  off  that  phyfician  of  raine 

Who  orders  me  water  to  take, 

And  bids  me  give  over  my  wine, 

Which  my  thirft  would  pleafantly  flake. 

Thus  thinking  my  illnefs  to  cure, 

He'd  very  foon  kill  me,  l'm  fure. 

For  water  an  élément  is 

Entirely  difcordant  with  me  ; 
Yet  that  cruel  counfel  of  his 

Prefcribes  it  my  potion  to  be  ! 
.  His  Reclpe  how  I  abhor  ! 
I  won't  be  deceived  any  more  ! 

If  I  had  put  faith  in  that  knave, 

Alas  !  l'd  been  ftiff  under  mould  ; 

'Tis  well  I  ne'er  took  what  he  gave, — 
His  tifane,  and  water  fo  cold. 
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Quand  ce  bon  vin  fay  goujlé^ 
J'ay  recouuert  ma  fan  té. 

Beiiuant  du  bon,  ie  ne  crains 

Jamais  vue  7naladie  ; 

En  dépit  des  médecins. 

Je  viuray  toute  Jna  vie. 

Je  fcay  bien  ce  qui  m^ejl  bon  : 

J^en  boy  a  vous,  compaignon  ! 


LXIII. 

On  va  difant  que  fay  fai^  vne  amie, 

Mais  je  n^en  ay  encore  poinfl  d^etniie  : 

Je  ne  fcay  pas  a  bien  pindarifer  : 

Moy.,  fayme  mieux  boire  vn  coup  qu'vn  baifer. 

Quand  j^ aurais  beu,  elle  voyant  ma  trongne 
M'iroit  difant  :  "Je  ne  veux  poin^  d'yurongue  : 
^^  Je  veux  amy  plus  propre  a  coujiizcrU^ 
Moy,  fayme  mieux  boire  V7i  coup  qu^vn  baifer. 

Tous  mes  deuis  feroient  de  bcuueric  ; 
Et,  quand  on  a  maiflreffe  affez  iolic, 
Uaultres  difcours  il  luy  conuie?it  vfr. 
Moy,  fayme  mieux  boire  vn  coup  qu\'n  baifer. 

Faifant  V amour,  ie  ne  fcaurois  rien  dire 

Ny  rien  chanter,  finoii  vn  Vaudeuire. 

Ce  f croit  trop  V7ie  fille  abufcr  : 

Aloy,  j'ayme  mieux  boire  vn  coup  qu'vn  baifer. 

Je  vicji  vay  boire  a  celles  qui  chcriffcnt 
Ceux  qui  de  vin,  non  d'eau,  leujs  cors  rempli  f  eut. 
Ce  fo/it  ceux  la  qu'on  deburoit  mieux  prifer. 
Moy,  J'ay  me  mieux  boire  vn  coup  qu'vn  baifer. 
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As  foon  as  I  tafle  this  good  wine, 
Frefli  vigour  recovered  is  mine. 

If  good  wine  I  drink,  I  can  dare 

To  baffle  difeafe,  never  fear  ! 
And,  fpite  of  ail  médical  care, 

ru  live  ail  my  life  in  good  cheer. 
I  know  what  is  wholefome  for  me  : 
And  drink  it,  my  comrade,  to  thee  ! 


LXIII. 

They  often  tell  me  l've  a  fweetheart  got, 
But  as  it  is,  as  yet  I  want  one  net  : 
A  fine  Pindaric  bard  I  could  not  be  : 
Drinking  is  fweeter  than  a  kifs  to  me. 

When  I  had  drunk,  fhe  would  efpy  my  ftate, 
And  would  keep  faying, — "  I  a  drunkard  hâte  : 
"  I  like  a  fwain  more  fit  for  gallantry." 
Drinking  is  fweeter  than  a  kifs  to  me. 

My  goffip  ail  to  drinking-bouts  would  tend  ; 
And  if  one  hâve  a  very  lovely  friend, 
One  ought  to  talk  in  quite  another  key. 
Drinking  is  fweeter  than  a  kifs  to  me. 

In  courtfiiip,  I  fliould  ignorant  appear, 
Nor  could  I  fing,  fave  but  a  Vau-de-Vire  ; 
Treating  a  maiden  far  too  flightingly  : 
Drinking  is  fweeter  than  a  kifs  to  me. 

Thofe  girls  I  now  will  toafl,  whofe  loves  incline 
To  water-drinking  lefs  than  drinking  wine  : 
'Tis  they  who  ought  the  more  efi.eemed  to  be. 
Drinking  is  fweeter  than  a  kifs  to  me. 
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LXIV. 

O  tintamare  plaifant 
Et  doucement  refonnant 
Des  tonneaux  que  Von  relie  ! 
Signe  qu'on  boira  d'autant  ! 
Cela  me  fai^  refiouir. 

O  belle  harttionie  ! 
Las  !  fans  toy,  fallois  mourir 

De  melancholie. 

Comme  moy,  tout  bon  beuueur 

Au  maillet  &=  au  chaffeur 

Met  les  deux  mains  fans  vergongne. 

Et  s' employé  de  bon  cueur 

A  releuer  fes  totineaux. 

Et  hiy  mefme  congne  ; 
Pour  remplir  tofl  fes  Taijfeaux, 

Hafle  la  befongne. 

Vignes  fans  fruiâî  &=  pom  micrs 
Auoient  dedans  noz  gofiers 
Trop  laiffé  la  fechereffe 
Et  aux  tonncaîix  &>  celiei's. 
Cefl  an,  par  fertilité. 

Nous  do)ine  largeffe  : 
Ne  crions  plus  la  cherté. 

A  vous,  nq/lre  hofleffe  ! 

Voicy  bon  fidre  notmeau. 
Je  croy  qu'il  efl  faifl  fans  eau  : 
Jl  efl  chauld  a  lafonrcellc, 
Et  donne  jufqu' au  ccrucau. 
Le  Damcrct  excclent 

Ha  la  couleur  telle. 
Si  feu  bcuuois  bien  fouucnl, 

Faudroit  la  hardcUc. 
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LXIV. 

0  refonance  mofl  fweet, 
Glad  din  of  cafks  complète 

With  hoops  which  men  apply  ! 
Sound  with  much  drink  replète  ! 
Fm  fiUed  with  ecflafy. 

O  lovely  harmony  ! 
Alas  !  without  thee,  I  fhould  die 

Of  fheer  melancholy. 

Each  drinker,  good  as  I, 
Does  mallet,  chifel  try, 

And,  in  unblufhing-wife, 
Both  hands  in  carpentry 
Employ,  to  hoop  his  calks. 

His  axe  his  own  arm  plies  ; 
Hogflieads  well  fiUed,  and  foon,  he  afks, 

Intent  on  fuch  a  prize. 

Bare  apple-trees,  bare  vines, 
Had  left  our  throats  the  figns 

Of  thirfl  from  over-drought  ; 
Cafks,  cellars,  drained  of  wines. 
This  year's  fertility 

With  wealth  to  us  is  fraught  : 
Don't  any  more  cry  fcarcity  ; 

Hoflefs  !  your  health  is  fought. 

Here's  cider,  prime  and  new  ; 

1  think,  no  water-brew  : 

It  warms  the  throat  like  tire. 
And  brain  ;  a  cordial  true. 
Such  tints,  fo  bright  and  foft, 

Good  Damerets  attire. 
Wqyc  I  to  drink  it  very  oft, 

A  fvveetheart  l'd  defire. 
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Au  prix  d''antan,  vn  chacim 
Diâl  qu'on  ha  trois  potz  pour  vu. 
Bo7i  marché  !  pour  vne  chofe 
Qui  donne  vn  fi  bon  parfum  ! 
Je  trouue  en  toy  plus  d'odeur 

Qu'au  mufq  ô^  la  rofe. 
Baife  moy,  ?non  paouure  cueur  ; 

Et  de  moy  difpofe  ! 

LXV. 

On  plarite  des  pommiers  aux  hors 
Des  cymetieres,  prcz  des  mors, 
Poîir  nous  remettre  en  la  mœmoire 
Que  ceux,  dont  la  gifent  les  cors, 
Ont  aymé  comme  7ious  a  boire. 

Si  doîicq  de  nos  predccejfeurs 
Il  nous  fault  enfuyure  les  mœurs 
Ne  fouffrons  que  la  foif  nous  tue  : 
Beuuons  des  pommiers  les  liqueurs 
Ou  bien  de  la  plante  tortue. 

Pommiers,  croiffans  aux  enuirons 
Des  tombeaux  des  bons  bibetvus, 
Qui  ont  aymé  vojlrc  breuuage, 
PuiJJlons  nous,  tandis  que  viuroiis, 
Vous  vcoir  chargez  de  bon  fruiâîage  I 

Ne  fongeons  p^lus  aux  trefpajfez  ; 
Soyons  gens  de  bien,  cefi  affcz  ; 
Au  furplus,  il  faut  viure  en  ioye. 
Que  feruent  les  biens  amafjcz. 
Au  befoing  qui  ne  les  employé  1 

LXVI. 

Or  fus,  beuuons  !   Que  nous  fer t  de  flore  r'i 
En  attendant  qu'on  oye  publier 
La  douce  patience, 
Il  faut  de  ce  bon  Tin  lauerfa  corifciawe. 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  123 


Three  pots  for  one,  they  flate, 
Compared  with  laft.  year's  rate. 

Cheap  !  for  what  yields  the  nofe 
A  fcent  fo  délicate  ! 
Fragrance  I  fmd  in  thee 

More  than  in  mufk  or  rofe. 
Poor  darling  fweetheart,  corne,  kifs  me, 

And  of  myfelf  difpofe  ! 

LXV. 

Apple -trees  are  grown  befide 
Churchyards  where  the  dead  abide, 

That  we  niay  be  kept  in  mind 
How  thofe  mortals,  ère  they  died, 

Drank  like  thofe  they've  left  behind. 

If  we  do,  then,  as  we  ought, 
What  our  predeceffors  taught, 

Let  net  thirfl  us  ever  kill. 
Drink  we  juice  from  orchards  brought, 

Or  from  plant  of  vine-wreathed  liill. 

O  ye  apple-trees,  around 
Tombs  of  worthy  topers  found, 

Who  of  yore  efteemed  your  juice, 
May  we  fee,  alive  and  found, 

You  fair  fruitages  produce  ! 

Dream  not  of  thofe  now  no  more  ; 
Be  virtuous  ;  'tis  ample  flore  ; 

So  live  ail  your  days  in  joy. 
What  avails  the  hoarded  ore, 

Which  men  do  not  well  employ  ? 

LXVI. 

Come,  come,  let  us  drink  !  of  what  comfort  are  tears  '] 
While  waiting  to  welcome  the  herald  who  bears 

The  news  of  fweet  truce, 
Abfolve  we  our  confcience  with  this  good  grapc-juice. 
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Car  aujffi  bien  que  fendront  noz  biens  ? 
Alix  héritiers  on  laiffe  des  moyens 
Dont  Hz  font  chère  lie  : 
Faifons  la,  cependant  que  nous  fommes  en  vie. 

Ne  foyons  poinêî  fi  vilains  à^  hagardz, 
Que  de  laiffer  ce  bon  vin  aux  foldardz 
Qui  nous  font  tant  d'oultrage  ! 
S  Hz  le  beuuoient  fans  fious,  ce  feroit  grand  dommage. 

LaiJ/bns,  voifin,  ces  meffieurs  deuifer  : 
Je  boiray  tout,  fi  tu  me  veux  piéger  ; 
Afais  aprez,  n^en  fay  doubte. 
Tu  fortiras  dehors,  fi  tu  en  laiffes  gotitte. 

On  ne  diroit  qu'vne  motiche  y  eufi  beu  : 
Or,  boy,  ainfi  que  boire  tu  m'as  veu. 
En  dépit  de  la  guerre  ; 
Cela  ne  nuira  poinfl  a  ceux  qui  font  en  terre. 


LXVII. 

O  gentil  ioly  mois  de  may, 
Qui  es  le  plus  beau  de  l'année, 
Ta  dix  ô^  ?ieufief  me  journée, 
Dy  moy  quaiid  ie  la  reuoiray, 
Celle  qui  cfi  tant  a  mo?i  gré  ? 

La  fefie  qui  faift  oublier 
Les  proccz  aux  gens  de  praHlcque, 
Pour  vuidcr  vn  verre  authanticque, 
Nettoyans  leur  plaideur  gofier 
Tont  raucquc  a  force  de  crier. 

Que  les  auarcs  aduocas 
Guignent  a  fe  rompre  la  tcfle  : 
Tourueu  qui  iefois  de  leur  fefie. 
Certes  ne  me  fouciray  pas 
De  leurs  proccz  ny  de  leurs  Jas. 
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For  pray  of  what  ufe  will  our  property  be  'i 
We  leave  it  to  heirs,  who  in  revels  make  free 

Our  favings  to  fpend  : 
Let's  do  fo  ourfelves,  ère  we  corne  to  our  end. 

Don't  let  us  fuch  villains  and  haggards  be  found 
As  leave  this  good  wine  to  the  plunderers  round, 

Who  outrage  us  fo  : 
That  they  drank  it  without  us,  'twere  pity  to  know. 

Such  gentry  may  plot,  and  may  plan,  my  good  friend  : 
If  you  will  but  pledge  me,  l'il  drink  to  the  end  : 

But  then,  without  doubt. 
If  you  leave  a  drop  in,  you  will  foon  be  put  out. 

You  fwallow  fo  little,  you  drink  like  a  fly  : 
You've  feen  me  drink  often, — do  you  drink  as  I, 

In  fpite  of  war-flrife  ; 
It  won't  hurt  the  fallen,  no  longer  in  life. 


LXVII. 

0  fweet  and  lovely  month  of  May  ! 

The  fairell  that  in  ail  the  year 
Cornes  round,  to  me  be  pleafed  to  fay 
How  foon  once  more  thy  nineteenth  day 

Shall  dav.Ti,  a  day  to  me  fo  dear? 

The  Feafl,  when  counfellors  refign 

Their  law,  and  practice  abrogate, 
To  quaff  authentic  flafk  of  wine, 
And  lave  their  throats,  which  pleadings  fine 

Had  rendered  hoarfe  with  flirill  debate. 

Let  Advocates  who  lufl  for  gold 

Make  lucre  of  their  bawling  tafk  : 

1  certainly  fhall  lightly  hold 

Their  bags,  and  briefs  which  they  enfold, 

If  to  their  Feafl  they  will  me  aflv. 
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Mieux  vaut  vuider  àr'  affaillir 
Un  pot  qiivn  procez  difficile. 
Au  jnoins  cela  7?i^ejl  plus  vtile  ; 
Car  les  procez  me  font  vieillir  : 
Le  bon  vin  me  faiéï  raieunir. 

A  vn  bon  biberon  jamais 
Calotte  en  tejle  ne  fut  veue. 
A  vous,  meffleurs  de  la  cohue  ! 
FaiHcs  ainfi,  c^  me  pic ge s, 
Et  plus  7ie  vous  entre  manges. 

LXVIII. 

Puifque  bon  temps  ne  dure  plus, 
Je  veux  le  fiecle  habandonner  : 
En  vn  monaflere  reclus 
Mes  jours  il  me  faut  confiner, 
Ou  ceux  qui  le  vin  vont  crier 
Je  ne  puif]e  ouir  ny  entendre  ; 
Car,  pour  mon  vieil  amy  trouuer, 
Faudroit  le  froc  quicler  ou  vendre. 

Tous  les  drôles,  mes  compaignons. 
Quand  d'eux  me  viendra  fouuenir, 
Auront  part  en  mes  oraifons  ; 
Mais  de  vin  s^il  fault  ^abflenir, 
Helas  !  on  me  voira  gémir, 
N'efi  heuuant  a  lejir  fouuenance  : 
Mais  pourray  ie  poin5l  obtenir 
Pour  ccfl  effecî  quelque  dif pence  1 

Au  couuent  c?icor  ie  ne  fuis  ; 
De  cccy  ie  puis  bien  goufler  : 
Jeu  7\iy  boire  a  vous,  vies  amis  ! 
Din.cs  moy  :  "  Grand  mercy,  fratcr  !  " 
Las  !  comme  pourray  ie  quicler 
Vue  fi  douce  compaignie? 
Et  qui  viendra  irco7ifortcr 
Au  couueui  ;;/(?  dolente  vie  1 
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'Tis  better  to  affail  and  drain 

A  vvine-pot  than  a  fliff  law  café. 
Lawfuits  make  me  grow  old  amain, — 
The  good  wine  makes  me  young  again  ; — 

Let  me,  at  leafl,  the  wine  embrace  ! 

No  true  boon  comrade  e'er  was  found 

With  covered  head.     In  mode  polite, 

Hats  ofif  ! — Law  gentlemen  ail  round, 

Your  healths  ! — And  pledge  me  as  you're  bound  ;- 
And, — don't  each  other  tear  and  bite  ! 

LXVIII. 

Since  forry  times  are  rife, 

Reclufe  I  mean  to  dwell  : 
And  pafs  my  monkifh  life 

In  monailery  cell, 
Where  I  can't  hear  nor  fee 

The  criers  of  the  wine  ; 
Nor,  till  from  cowl  fet  free, 

Rejoin  that  friend  of  mine. 

Ail  my  companions  rare, 

When  thoughts  of  them  crofs  me, 
My  orifons  will  fhare  ; 

But  if  wine  there  can't  be, 
Alas  !  they'll  fee  me  moan 

Over  the  vacant  pot  : — 
Could  not  for  me  alone 

Be  difpenfation  got  ? 

My  convent  life  hère  ends  : 

I  well  can  tafle  this  wine  : 
I  drink  to  you  :  my  friends, 

Say  ; — "  Frater,  thanks  be  thine." 
Alas  !  how  could  I  leave 

So  fweet  a  company  % 
In  convent,  did  I  grieve, 

Who'd  foothe  ray  mifery  ? 
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Voila  le  fondz  tout  apparent  : 
Voyez  :  je  n!y  ay  rien  laiffé. 
Ceferoit  dommage  vrayment 
Que  ce  beau  verre  fujl  cajje 
Par  quelque  valet  infenfé, 
Ou  chafnbriere  mal  apprife. 
Bon  vin  en  verre  bien  raincé 
Boire  d'autant  !  àejl  ma  deuifc  ! 


LXIX. 

Puifque^  beaux  bafilicz,  qui  tuez  par  la  veue, 
Je  tiens  ma  liberté  que  fejlimois  perdue, 
Beaux  yeux,  ajfmrez  vous  qu^on  ne  me  voira  pas 
Retomber  en  voz  lacs  ! 

L expérience  ores  me  deburoit  faire  fage  : 
On  euite  les  lieux  ou  Von  afaiâî  nauffrage. 
Sage  n^cjl  le  marchand  qui  ejl  cncor  allé 
Par  ou  Von  Va  volé. 

Pour  fi  y  retomber  poinB,  que  me  fault  il  dofic  faire? 
EJl  ce  poinB  le  meileur  de  ne  foîiger  qu^a  boire, 
Si  ces  bcuiceurs,  lefquels  font  toufi ours  fur  le  vi7i, 
N'ont poinâî  l' amour  aufein  f 

Pour  chaffer  ccfl  amour,  leqziel  me  fantafic, 
Je  7ie  veux  cfpargncr  ny  vin  ny  Maluoifie, 
Me  deufl  il  faire  mal  !  Petit  mal  j'ayme  fort, 
Qui  plus  grand  mal  endort. 

Jaymc  mieux  employer  eti  beuucttes  gentilles 
Pargctit  qu'il  faudroit  tnettrc  a  court  if cr  les  filles. 
Vn  beau  tainfl  roîige  &"  frai z  par  Bacchus  on  acquert , 
Par  Venus,  on  le  pert. 
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l've  drained  it  now.     In  fact, 
Nothing  is  left  within, 
To  hâve  that  fair  glafs  cracked, 

Were  truly  a  great  fin, 
By  lacquey, — flupid  afs  ! — 

Or  maid,  not  over-nice  : — 
"  Good  wine,  in  well-rinfed  glafs, 

"  Drink  out  !  " — is  my  device  ! 


LXIX. 

Since,  beauteous  bafilifks,  who  by  a  fmgle  glance  can  kill, 
My  liberty,  which  I  thought  lofl,  I  find  is  with  me  (lill, 
Bright  eyes,  be  fure  that  ne'er  again  for  me  need  any  net 
Henceforth  by  you  be  fet. 

Expérience  henceforth,  I  know,  will  render  me  more  wife  ; 
We  dread  the  place  where  fliipwreck  lately  lofl  our  merchandife 
That  merchant  is  not  fage  who  would  the  pathway  travel  o'er 
Where  he  was  robbed  before. 

What  then  hâve  I  to  do,  to  try  of  damage  to  beware  ? 
Would  not  the  wifefl  plan  be  found,  for  drink  alone  to  care, 
If  thofe  good  fellows  who  the  joys  of  wine  do  always  prove, 
Hâve  hearts  fecure  from  love  ? 

To  exile  far  away  this  love,  which  grieves  my  fantafy, 
I  will  not  fpare  the  befl  of  wine,  nor  yet  of  Malvoifie  ; 
Can  that  hurt  me  ?     If  fo,  I  far  prefer  a  little  ill, 
If  it  the  greater  kill. 

l'd  rather  ufe  in  pleafant  taverns,  of  the  better  fort, 
The  money  which  I  fliould  expend  were  I  fair  girls  to  court  ; 
For  Bacchus  gives  the  rofy  tint  and  countenance  of  joy, 
AVhich  Venus  would  deflroy. 
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LXX. 

Phifieurs,  en  fe  fcandalifant 
De  noz  chanfons  du  Vau  de  Vire, 
Secrettement  s'en  vont  difant 
Qu'elles  ne  font  que  ?ious  induire 
A  boire  d'autant  ô^  a  rire 
Et  faire  en  table  tnaint  excès. 
Mais  telles^  gens,  qui  ne  font  que  mefdire, 
Sur  rien  fonder  oient  vn  procès. 

Quand  vn  Vaudeuire  cfî  chanté, 
A  boire  on  ne  contrainâi  perfonne, 
S'il  n'afoif  &>  neccfjlté. 
Je  fuis  d'aduis  que  l'on  ordonne, 
Pour  ces  gens  qui  trouue?it  Peau  bonne, 
Et  veulent  fur  tout  cenfurer, 
Ayant  chanté,  que  pour  boire  on  leur  don7ie 
De  Veau,  de  peur  de  si'enyurer. 

Quand  nous  difons  vtic  chanfoji, 
Qui  de  boire  Jious  admonefle, 
De  peur  qu' en  aucune  façon 
Le  vin  7ie  nous  trouble  la  fefle, 
Honneflement  faifons  rcquefle 
Qii'ofi  ait  a  nous  en  difpenfer. 
Or  n'en  bcuuons,  finoji  V7ie  goutcttc, 
Si  de  boire  on  nous  veut  prcjfer. 

L'autheur  de  ces  chanfons  icy 
Ne  les  fifl  pour  contraindre  a  boire, 
Mais  pour  chaf)'cr  de  luy  foucy, 
Quatid  il  n'cfloit  a  l' auditoire. 
Il  ?ie  penfoit  roidre  fiotoire 
Son  nom,  quand  il  les  compofoit  : 
Au  moins,  meffieurs,  ne  blafncs  fa  mœjnoire, 
Si  quelque  yutongne  en  abufoit. 
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LXX. 

Some  furly  perfons,  menacing  difgrace 

To  our  poor  carols  of  the  Vau-de-Vire, 
In  fecret  whifper  ail  about  the  place 

That  they  teach  nothing  elfe  than,  as  they  hear, 

To  drink  too  much,  and  make  too  merry  cheer, 
And,  when  at  table,  to  commit  excefs. 

But  fuch  folks,  who  do  nothing  elfe  than  fneer, 
Would  found,  on  no  good  grounds,  litigioufnefs. 

When  Vau-de-Vire  is  fung  in  company, 

No  guefl  is  ever  unto  drink  conflrained, 

If  he  thirfl  not,  nor  feel  neceffity. 

I  think,  indeed,  that  it  fhould  be  ordained, 
For  thofe  who  water's  virtues  hâve  maintained. 

And  feek,  above  ail  things,  to  ban  and  blâme, 

That  when  they've  fung,  pure  water  fliould  be  drained 

By  them.     They  won't  get  drunk  upon  the  famé. 

When  we,  too,  fmg  a  hearty  drinking-fong, 

Admonifhing  us  flill  to  drink  the  bell, 
Left.  any-wife,  in  any  fafliion  wrong, 

Our  head  might  by  the  liquor  be  oppreffed, 

We  make,  in  loyal  manner,  our  requefl 
That  we  may  be  excufed,  of  courtefy  : 

Or  drink,  at  mofl,  but  a  mère  drop,  if  preffed, 
Out  of  pohtenefs  and  civihty. 

The  author  of  thefe  fongs  which  hère  you  find, 

Compofed  them,  not  to  teach  debauchery, 
But  to  chafe  care  from  his  own  lonely  mind 

When  he  was  abfent  from  the  company. 

He  never  dreamed  of  notoriety, 
When  fo  he  wrote  them,  for  his  humble  name  : 

So,  Sirs,  at  leafl  don't  charge  his  memory, 
If  drunkard  fliould  abufe  them,  with  fuch  blâme. 
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LXXI. 

Que  No é  fut  vn  patriarche  digne  ! 
Car  ce  fut  luy  çui  nous  pla?ita  la  vigne 
Et  beut  prejnier  le  ius  defon  raifin. 
O  le  bon  vifi  ! 

Mais  tu  eflois,  Lycurgue,  mal  habile, 
Qui  ne  voulus  qu'on  beufl  vin  en  ta  ville. 
Je  ne  fcay  pas  ou  tendoit  ton  deffein, 
O  le  bon  vin  ! 

Qui  boit  bon  vin,  ilfaiâl  bien  la  befongne. 
On  voiâî  fouuent  vieillir  vn  bon  yurongne. 
Et  mourir  jeune  unfçauant  médecin. 
O  le  bon  vin  ! 

Le  vin  n^efl  poinâî  de  ces  mauuais  breuuages 
Qui  b  eus  par  trop  font  faillir  les  courages  : 
fay,  quand  f  en  boy,  le  courage  herculin. 
O  le  bon  vin  ! 

Puifque  Not,  vn  fi  fainSî  pctfonnage, 
De  boire  bien  nous  a  monjlrè  Vvfage, 
Je  boiray  tout.     Fay  comme  moy,  voifin  / 
O  le  bon  vin  1 


LXXII. 

Que  Von  fafj'e  ccf  eau  fcruir 
Ou  a  faire  le  pot  bouillir, 

Ou  a  trampcr  la  mouruc  ! 

Icy  tien  entrera  ia  ! 

Leau  le  monde  fubmergca, 

Et  la  terre  en  fut  perdue. 

Qu'on  en  arroufe  le  iardin  ! 
Mais  d'en  aller  gaficr  ce  vin, 
Serait  ce  pas  grand'  offetice  '( 
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LXXI. 

Noah  was  truly  a  patriarch  good  ! 
Planting  the  vine  after  days  of  the  flood, 
He  the  firfl  drank  his  own  grape-liquor  fine. 
O  the  good  wine  ! 

But,  O  Lycurgus,  how  foohfh  wert  thou, 
Wine  in  thy  city  who  didfl  difallow, — 
What  upon  earth  could  hâve  been  thy  defign  ? 
O  the  good  wine  ! 

He  who  drinks  good  wine  doth  happinefs  feize. 
Jolly  old  topers  oft  Uve  at  their  eafe, 
While  he  dies  young  who  pores  over  med'cine. 
O  the  good  wine  ! 

Wine  is  no  Hquid  of  qualities  queer, 
Which  in  excefs  will  make  gallant  men  fear. 
Drinking  it,  Hercules'  courage  is  mine. 
O  the  good  wine  ! 

Since  fuch  a  holy  man  taught  us  the  lore 
How  to  drink  well,  I  will  drink  ail  the  more. 
Pray  let  my  practice,  O  neighbour,  be  thine. 
O  the  good  wine  ! 


LXXII. 

Be  this  water  put  to  ufe 
Kettle-boiling  to  produce, 
Or  to  fleep  fait  codfifh  in  ! 

Hère  fliall  none  of  it  be  found  ! 

For  by  it  the  world  was  drowned. 
And  the  earth  deflroyed  for  fm. 

Fin  the  garden  wat'ring-pot 
With  it  ;  but  this  wine  fpoil  not. 
That  would  be  a  high  offence. 
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Quand  ie  boy  le  vin  tout  pur, 
C'e/l  tout  vn  :  ie  iUay  pas  pair 
Que  pour  ce  ma  femme  tance. 

C'e/I,  c'ejl  mon  vray  rqfflgnolet, 
QUvn  crieur  de  bon  vin  clairet  : 
LeaîC  nefaiâl  que  ?nal  au  ventre. 
Quel  bien  faiâl  elle  aux  gofiers, 
Qui  n^enfaiâî  pas  auxfouliers 
Et  bottes,  quand  eW  y  entre  i 

Que  l'on  faffe  cet'  eauferuir 
Ou  a  faire  le  pot  bouillir, 

Ou  a  tramper  la  mourue  ! 

Icy  n'en  entrera  ia. 

L'eau  le  monde  fubmergca, 

Et  la  terre  en  fut  perdue. 

LXXIII. 

Qui  cjl  comme  moy  bon  beuueur 
Ne  craifiâî  tant  trouuer  vn  voleur 

Coimne  vn  mauuais  brcuuage  : 
Car  d'vn  voleur  onfe  dcffend  ; 
Mais  celuy  qui  mauuais  vin  prend 

Perd  bien  tojl  tout  courage. 

Je  voudrois,  mauuais  vin  beuuant, 
Me  veoir  la  gorge  au  mefme  inflant 

Bit 71  courte  deucnue  ; 
Mais,  quand  le  bon  viji  je  boirois, 
Que  le  col  i'eujfe  encor  trois  fois 

Auffi  long  qu'vne  grue. 

Quant  a  Veau  ?ie  me  parlez  poinâî 
D'cfi  boire,  fi  71' y  fuis  contraint, 

Ou  fi  ne  fuis  hc7-7)tite  ; 
E7icor  faudroit  il  quelquefois 
Que  vin  ie  bcuffe  da7is  les  bois, 

Ou  ie  iiiourois  bien  l'ifle. 
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When  the  wine  I  drink  is  pure, 
Then  I  dread  not  to  endure 
My  wife's  fcolding  virulence. 

He's  true  nightingale  of  mine, 

Who  fmgs  out  good  rofy  wine  : 

Water-drink  the  flomach  hâtes. 

Why  fliould  throats  that  fluid  ufe, 
Which  does  harm  to  boots  and  (hoes, 

When  infide  it  pénétrâtes  ? 

Be  this  water  put  to  ufe 
Kettle-boiHng  to  produce  ; 
Or  to  fleep  fait  codfifli  in  ! 

Hère  let  none  of  it  be  found  ! 

For  by  it  the  world  was  drowned, 
And  the  earth  deflroyed  for  fm. 

Lxxni. 

He  who,  like  me,  drinks  well  and  long, 
Fears  lefs  to  meet  with  robber-wrong 

Than  with  bad  tap  of  wine  : 
Againft  a  robber  we  can  fight  ; 
But  him  who  drinks  bad  liquor,  fright 

Soon  brings  to  woe  condign. 

I  wifh,  when  drinking  wine  that's  bad, 
That  my  throat  on  a  fudden  had 

Become  of  fliortefl  flrain  ; 
But  when  I  drink  of  wine  that's  nice, 
Then  I  could  wifh  my  neck  were  thrice 

As  long  as  that  of  crâne. 

For  water-drinking,  don't  to  me 
Speak  of  it,  unlefs  forced  I  be. 

Or  I  as  hermit  live  ; 
And  even  then,  unlefs  I  fliould 
Drink  wine  fometimes  amid  the  wood, 

T  could  not  iona:  furvivc. 
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Jefcay  bien  que  ie  bois  des  mieux. 
Mais  j  ^en  reffemble  a  mes  ayeux  y 

Ilfautfuyure  noz  pères. 
En  laiffant  les  vieilles  façons, 
Jamais  fi  bien  que  nous  penfons 

N'' iront  droiâl  noz  affaires. 

LXXIV. 

Quand  fuis  fans  verre  àr'  breuage, 
C^e/îfans  cocque  vn  limaçon, 
Sans  liur'ee,  âefl  vn  page, 
Cefi  vn  efcolier  fans  leçon. 

C'e/l  vn  chaffeur  fans  fa  trompe, 
Sans  braguette  vn  lanfquenet, 
C'e/l  vn  nauirefans  pompe, 
Cefi  vn  berger  fans  flageolet. 

Cefi  vnfoldat  fans  panache, 
Cefi  fans  pifre  vn  tabourin, 
Cefi  v?i  charpentier  fans  hache, 
Cefi  vn  orpheure  fans  burin. 

Sans  vin  ie  perds  contefiance  : 
Cefi  ce  qui  mieux  me  conuietit, 
Conune  au  chcualier  la  lance. 
Et  la  baguette  a  vnfergeant. 

Je  vous  annonce  la  guerre  ; 
Four  l'amour  de  mon  amy 
Que  voicy  dedafis  ce  verre. 
Je  ne  boiray  poinH  a  demy. 

LXXV. 

Qui  efi  celuy  qui  efl  gifant 
Soubz  cefie  froidde fcpulture  ? 
—  Vn  riche  auarc  qui  viuant 
A'i'  bcuuoit  que  Veau  tonte  pure. 
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I  well  know  that  I  drink  good  flore. 
So  did  my  anceftors  before  ; 

Whom  we  fhould  imitate. 
If  we  forfake  the  good  old  ways, 
Never,  whate'er  our  fancy  fays, 

Will  our  affairs  go  flraight. 

LXXIV. 

Without  my  glafs  and  beverage, 

I  am  an  unfhelled  fnail  ; 
Without  a  livery,  a  page  ; 

Student,  where  leffons  fail, 

A  hunter,  but  without  his  trump  ; 

A  breeches-lefs  recruit  ; 
A  veffel,  but  without  a  pump  ; 

A  fhepherd,  without  flûte. 

A  warrior,  without  a  crefl  ; 

A  fifer  without  fife  ; 
A  joiner,  of  no  axe  poffefl  ; 

A  goldfmith  without  knife. 

Wine-lefs,  I  feel  as  in  a  trance  : 

Wine-fuU,  l'm  right  again, 
As  to  the  knight  is  his  good  lance, 

To  fergeant  is  his  cane. 

A  war  I  now  proclaim  to  thee  ; 

For  love  of  my  dear  friend, 
Whom  in  this  drinking-glafs  you  fee, 

Half-meafures  will  not  end. 

LXXV. 

Who  is  he  that  lies  below, 

Under  this  cold  fepulture  ? 

— A  rich  mifer  ;  who,  we  know, 

Drank  in  life  but  water  pure. 


138  CHANSONS  DU  VAU  DE  VIRE. 

Quelle  mort  Va  faiâl  trepaffer  1 
— //  ejl  ?nort  d'vnefoif  cruelle^ 
Pour  n'auoir  voulu  rechauffer 
D^vn  verre  de  vin  fa  fourcelle. 

Pourquoy  ne  croijî  ftir  fon  tombeau 
Que  du  chardron  qui  Venuironne  ? 
—  Qiii  n^a  jamais  beu  que  de  Veau 
Ne  produiâî  herbe  qui  f oit  bo7ine. 

Pourquoy  ejl  ce  vn  Pater  nofler 
Que  pas  vn  ores  ne  luy  donne  1 
— Pour  ce  qi^ayant  vin  en  chantier, 
Il  n^en  faifoit  boire  a  perfonne. 

Ejl  il  mort  fans  ejlre  plor'e  ? 

— Quel  dueil  voulez  vous  qu'on  en  faffe'i 

Qui  comme  luy  meurt  altéré, 

Il  fai5l  trop  grand''  honte  a  fa  race. 

Vrayment  tu  es  bien  oic  tu  es  : 
Tes  héritiers  C07nme  ie  penfe. 
De  ton  bon  vin  faifant  gros  nez 
Laueront  bien  leur  confcioice. 

LXXVI. 

Roffignolet  muficien, 
Au  printemps  tu  chantes  fort  bien, 
Quand  tu  vas  faluant  Paiirorc  ; 
Mais  fi  fcflois  roffcgnolet, 
Betiuafit  de  ce  bon  vin  clairet. 
Je  chantcrois  bien  jnicux  encore. 

Vray  cfl  que  moy  qui  fuis  ijidi?i 
A  dormir  a  Vaife  au  matin, 
A'c  chantcrois  de  fi  bonne  heure  ; 
Mais  ayant  vn  pcji  fommcillc 
Puis  de  vin  ma  f  aie  mouillé, 
Ma  chanf on  f  croit  bien  meilleure. 
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What  difeafe  brought  on  his  end  ? 

— Of  a  cruel  thirfl  he  died  ; 
Since  no  wine  did  e'er  defcend 

To  enliven  his  infide. 

Wherefore  grows  upon  his  grave 

Nothing  fave  thofe  thiflles  bare  ? 

— Water-drinkers'  corpfes  hâve 

Never  borne  a  plant  that's  fair. 

Why  no  Pater  Nojîer  faid  ? 

Why  no  mafs,  nor  holy  hymn  ? 
— Of  his  wine,  in  cellar  laid, 

No  one  got  a  draught  from  him. 

Did  none  forrow  for  his  death  ? 

— Pray,  what  mourning  would  you  hâve  % 
Who  dies  parched  like  him,  his  breath 

Yields  for  a  difhonoured  grave. 

Where  you  lie,  you  are  well  placed  : 

Your  executors,  I  think, 
Your  choice  wines  will  freely  tafle, 

And  abfolve  themfelves  in  drink. 

LXXVI. 

Nightingale,  mufician  fweet, 

Thou  doll  well  the  fpring-time  greet, 

Bright  Aurora  welcoming  ; 
But,  were  nightingale's  voice  mine, 
Drinking  of  this  rofy  wine, 

Far  more  fweetly  I  fhould  fmg. 

True  it  is,  that  I,  who  love 

In  the  morn  long  fleep  to  prove, 

Should  not  quite  fo  early  trill  ; 
But  if  I  could  fometime  fleep. 
And  my  throat  wine-moiflened  keep. 

My  fong  would  be  better  flill. 
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D^aîiffl  bon  matin  toutes  fois 
Que  toy,  leuer  ie  me  pourrais^ 
Selon  le  vin  quHl  faudroit  boire  : 
Car  pour  bien  me  def endormir, 
Du  boti  vin  gu^on  ?ne  vienne  offrir, 
J'ouuriray  bien  tojl  la  paupière. 


LXXVII. 

Sur  mer  ne  veux  par  folie 
En  hazard  mettre  ma  vie, 
Pour  augmenter  mes  moyens. 
Pourueu  qu^a  mon  gre  ie  boyue, 
Et  que  mon  peu  ie  conferue. 
Ça  bas  ie  ne  veux  plus  riens. 

Plus  tojl  quiâîerois  ma  terre 
Que  le  pot  d?^  que  le  verre  ! 
Je  fuis  deia  vieillard  gris. 
Le  vin  tous  mes  7naux  appaife 
Et  m^ofle  vne  toux  mauuaife 
Qui  me  tient  toutes  les  nuiâîz. 

Le  vin  mes  forces  refueille  : 
Quand  ie  n^en  boy  poinêl,  ma  vieille 
En  ha  le  cueur  fort  eflrain£î  ; 
Car,  aufoir,  quand  ie  me  couche, 
Je  luy  dy,  s'  elle  tue  touche  : 
"  Non,  je  ne  le  feray  poincir 

Vien  donc,  vi?i  de  cojilcur  belle. 
Aie  rechauffant  la  fouixcllc, 
Garir  mon  rheume  o^  ma  toux  ! 
Pour  moy,  qui  fuis  vieux  bon  homme, 
N'eflfain  le  ius  de  la  pomme  : 
Le  vin  rfi  propre  pour  nous. 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  141 

And  I  could,  at  moming  red, 
Quite  as  early  quit  my  bed, 

Jufl  according  to  the  wine. 
Were  I  afked  good  wine  to  take, 
Soon  my  eyelid  would  awake  : 

Quite  as  foon,  O  bird,  as  thine  ! 


LXXVII. 

I  don't  wifh  at  ail  to  be 
Rifking  life  upon  the  fea, 

To  increafe  my  flore. 
Let  me  drink  quite  unreflrained, 
And,  my  little  means  retained, 

Hère  I  want  no  more. 

Rather  let  me  lofe  my  land 
.Than  the  wine-cup  leave  my  hand  ! 

Now  l'm  gray  and  grave, 
Wine  doth  cure  ail  my  difeafe, 
And  a  tirefome  cough  appeafe, 

Which  ail  night  I  hâve. 

Wine  invigorates  my  force  : 
When  I  drink  not,  then  of  courfe 

My  old  wife  can  tell  ; 
For  at  eve,  when  I  take  refl, 
She  no  longer  is  carefl, 

As  I  don't  feel  well. 

Come  then,  wine  of  colour  fine, 
Warming  up  this  throat  of  mine, 

Cold  and  cough  to  cure  ! 
With  an  old  good-man  like  me, 
Apple-juice  will  not  agrée  : 

Wine's  the  thing,  l'm  fure 
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LXXVIII. 

Si  noz  malheurs  bien  tojl  ne  prennent  fin, 
Trijles  malheurs  qui  trauaillent  la  Fra?tce, 
J'ay  peur,  Oliuier  Bajjeliti, 
Qu^on  ne  te  ?nette  en  oubliance. 

Las  !  Baffelin,  auecques  le  bon  temps 
Que  tu  auois,  faifant  tes  Vau  de  Vire, 
S'en  font  allez  les  bofmes  gens, 
Lefquelz  les  fouloicnt  fi  bien  dire  ! 

Sur  le  bon  vin  fi  les  voulois  chanter, 
Lvfurier  tance,  &=  Vauare  en  murmure, 
Difant  que  nous  irons  quejler, 
Et,  rechigfiez,  notis  font  iniure. 

Des  bons  beuueurs  ioyeux  ie  fay  grand  cas  ; 

Hz  7iont  jayjiais  les  âmes  fi  mef chantes 
Que  ces  vilains,  qui  liofcnt  pas 
Boire,  pour  accroifire  leurs  rentes. 

Or,  nojis  allons,  Oliuier  Baffelin, 
Noz  ver?-es  pleins  vuider  en  ta  mœmoire. 
Puifqiie  bon  nous  trouuons  ce  vin. 
Haut  !  hault  le  bras  !  Il  faut  tout  boire. 


LXXIX. 

Si  voulez  que  ie  caufe  6^  prcfchc, 
Et  parle  latin  proprement, 
Tenez  ma  bouche  toufiours  fraifchc. 
De  bon  vin  ! arroiifant  fouucnt  ; 
Car  ie  vous  dis  certeinemcnt  : 

Quand  i'ay  feche  la  bouche. 
Je  tiay  pas  plus  d'entendement 

Ny  defprit  qtivne  fouche. 
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LXXVni. 

If  our  misfortunes  find  not  fpeedy  end, 

Thefe  fad  misfortunes,  which  in  France  we  fee, 
I  fear,  Olivier  BafTelin,  old  friend, 

That  foon  will  corne  forgetfulnefs  of  thee. 

Ah,  BafTelin  !  with  the  brave  olden  times 

When  thou  didfl  improvife  thy  Vaux-de-Vire, 

The  brave  companions,  too,  are  gone  ;  thy  rhymes 

Who  well  could  chant,  their  revelry  to  cheer  ! 

When  I  would  fmg  them  now,  o'er  our  good  wine, 
Ufurers  fcold  us,  and  the  mifers  cry, 

Saying  that  we  in  beggary  fhall  pine  ; 

Thofe  louts  infult  us  everlaflingly. 

Ye  joyous  comrades,  'tis  for  you  I  care  ; 

You  never  hâve  fo  niggardly  a  foui 
As  thofe  malicious  wretches,  who  won't  dare 

To  drink,  for  fear  of  robbing  their  rent-roU. 

But  now,  Olivier  Baffelin  !  a  glafs 

We'll  drain, — a  full  one, — to  thy  memory. 
And,  fmce  this  wine  for  excellent  may  pafs, 

Raife,  raife  the  arm  !  To  thee  we'll  drink  it  dry  ! 


LXXIX. 

If  you  want  me  to  chat  and  preach, 

And  Latin  fpeak  corredlly, 
Keep  my  mouth  watered,  I  befeech, 

With  good  wine  circumfpeclly. 
For  unto  this  I  flick, 

That  when  my  throat  is  drj-, 
My  wit  is  dull,  my  fenfe  is  thick, 
No  intellecft  hâve  I. 
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Mais  tojî  mon  efpritfe  dcfgele 
Lorfqiie  te  mouille  le  gofier  ; 
Et  je  me  remet z  en  cerne  lie 
Fotz  &=  Terres  a  vianier. 
Le  bon  vin  vie  f ai  H:  refuciller, 

Alors  que  ie  fommeille, 
Et  plus  caufer  &=  jargonner 

Quhme  vieille  qui  teille. 

Or  demandez  bien  a  ma  mère, 
Soit  au  foir  ou  f oit  au  matin, 
Alors  que  Von  m'a  faicî  bien  boire. 
Si  je  parle  pas  bon  latin  : 
Elle  dira  par  Sainéï  Copin 

Que  j'y  fuis  habile  homme. 
Qui  me  faiâl fcauant  1   C'e/l  ce  vin, 

Et  ce  bon  tus  de  pomme. 

LXXX. 

Si  Vay  vn  aniy,  quand  ie  boy, 
Je  voudrois  qu'il  beujl  auec  moy 
Du  meilleur  vin  que  Von  pcujl  boire  ; 
Car,  pour  moy,  ie  le  vay  jugeant  : 
Elus  grand  bien  on  ne  me  peu It  faire 
Que  de  bon  vin  en  m'abrcuuant. 

Mais  fi  j'auois  vn  enncftty. 
Qu'il  ne  bcufl  jamais  qu'a  demy, 
Quoy  qu'il  eufl  vnefoif  extrême  ; 
Eficor  que  ce  ne  fufl  pas  vin. 
Que  f  on  breuu  âge  fufl  de  mcfme 
Ce  qui  fain  tourner  le  moulin. 

Ce  luy  f  croit  ajfliclion 

Plus  grande,  a  mon  oppinion. 

Qu'aux  Enfers  n'ejï  celle  a  Tantale  ; 

Encor  plus  grande,  que  ie  croy, 

S'il  dcfiroit  oindre  fa  fale 

De  bon  vin,  autant  comme  mov. 
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But  fpeedily  my  fpirit  thaws, 

If  wine  my  guUet  foften  ; 
Then  brain  and  wit  awake,  becaufe 

The  cups  and  cans  corne  often. 

Good  wine  drives  ofif  my  fleep, 

Quite  wide-awake  I  feel, 
And  greater  chatter  keep 

Than  dame  at  fpinning-wheel. 

Go,  afl<  my  mother  : — Does  fhe  think, 

At  ev'ning,  or  at  morning, 
When  I  hâve  had  a  hearty  drink, 

My  Latin  merits  fcorning? 

She'll  vow,  by  Sainte  Chopine, 

I  élever  work  produce. 
Who  teach  me  ?  'Tis  this  wine, 
And  this  good  apple-juice  ! 

LXXX. 

If  fate  to  me  in  drinking  gave 

A  friend,  then  he  fliould  furely  hâve 

The  very  befl  wine  to  be  got  ; 
Since  of  ail  things  I  hold  it  firfl 

That  gi-eater  kindnefs  you  cannot 
Show  unto  me  when  I  fecl  thirfl. 

But  if  it  were  an  enemy, 
Half-meafures  only  he  fhould  try, 

Although  extrême  his  thirll  flioukl  rage  ; 
And  thofe,  too,  not  of  wine  :  but  flill 

Should  hâve,  as  his  foie  beverage, 
The  flream  that  turns  the  water-mill. 

He  then  would  fuffer  greater  woe 
Than  Tantalus  in  fliades  below, 

Unlefs  I  very  much  miflake  ; 
Still  greater,  if  of  his  dry  throat 

He  longed,  like  me,  the  thirll  to  flake 
With  that  good  wine  on  whicli  I  doat. 

L 
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LXXXI. 

Se  treuuent  trois  lettres  en  vin, 
Qui  font  Vigueur,  loie,  Nouriture, 
Et  dénotent  bien  fa  nattire, 
Comme  diâl  fort  bien  mon  voifin. 

Le  bon  vin  redonne  vigtieur 
Et  force  au  corps  qui  efl  malade. 
Et  chaffe  la  tri/lejfe  fade  ; 
Nourrifî  le  corps,  ptirge  le  ciieur, 

Eaiâl  de  la  bile  eieâlion  ; 
Le  fang  efpois  ilfubtilife, 
Et  noflre  appétit  il  aguife 
Et  aide  a  la  diggeflion. 

Et  bref,  le  vin,  pris  fobrement, 
Efl  toufiours  vne  bonne  chofc. 
Je  n^en  prendray  qice  cefle  dofe  : 
Prenez  la  voflre  mefmement. 

Je  me  fens  bien  rcconfo7-tè  : 
O  belle  cSv  bonne  créature  / 
Tu  as,  de  ce  coup,  ie  te  iure. 
Ma  toux  6^  mon  rheume  emporté. 


LXXXII. 

Tous  les  fept  fages  Grégeois 
Beuuoic7it  bien  chacun  deux  fois  ; 
Nous  en  boirons  doncq  bien  trois, 

Qui  tant  fages  ne  fomtnes  pas. 

Il  y  en  a  qui  ne  font  cas 
Que  d'hypocras. 

Je  n^ayjue  fucre  ni  miel  ; 
Il  n'efl  theriacque  tel 
Que  vin  enfon  naturel. 
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LXXXI. 

Three  letters  which  in  VIN  are  found, 

Mean  Vigour,  Joy,  and  Nutriment  : 
My  neighbour  well  fays,  thus  are  meant 

Three  gifts  that  in  good  wine  abound. 

Frefli  vigour  it  will  foon  impart 

To  frame  that  long  in  ficknefs  pined  ; 

Cheer  up  the  melancholy  mind, 
Nourifli  the  body,  purge  the  heart, 

Produce  ejeélion  of  the  bile  ; 

Congelled  blood  'twill  render  light, 
Will  fharpen  up  the  appetite, 

And  help  digeflion  ail  the  while. 

In  fhort,  wine,  drunk  in  fober  guife, 

Is  always  a  good  thing  to  take. 
With  this  dofe  only,  thirft  I  flake  : 

My  worthy  friend,  take  yours  likewife 

Much  comfort  I  already  find  : 

O  créature  excellent  and  fair  ! 

By  that  one  draught,  I  havc,  I  fwear, 

Left  ail  my  cough  and  cold  behind. 


LXXXII. 

AU  the  feven  Greek  wife  men 
Drank,  at  leaft,  each  twice  ;  fo  then 
We  will  thrice  the  goblet  drain, 

Who  for  min  or  fages  pafs. 

Some  there  are  who  prize,  alas  ! 

Nought  fave  hypocras. 

Sugar,  honey,  are  no  treat 
To  me  :  nor  is  cure  complète 
Wanting  wine  of  flavour  meet. 
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Diray  ie  hypocras  mal  bajli 
Valoir  mieux  que  vin  de  Sainâîi  1 
faurois  jnaiti. 

Alix  accouchées  laiffons 

Ces  doucereufes  boiffons  : 

Ce  bon  fildre  careffons. 
Maiiuais  vin,  bon  pommé  le  vault. 
Vous  fcauez  ce  que  faii-e  ilfault, 
Quand  il  faiâl  chault. 

Varlet,  qui  bon  maijlre  fert, 
Doibt  boire  a  luy,  defcouuert. 
A  vous,  vieffieurs.     S'il  appert 

Que  je  n^en  laiffe  aucunement, 

C'e/l  figne  que  ce  rejlorent 
EJl  cxcelcnt. 

LXXXIII. 

Tout  a  l'entour  de  noz  rampars 
Les  ennemis  font  en  furie  : 
Sauuez  noz  tonneaux,  ic  vous  prie  ! 

Prenez  plus  tofl  de  nous,  foldartz, 
T'out  ce  dont  vous  aurez  enuic  : 
Sauuez  noz  tonneaux,  ie  vous  prie  ! 

A^ous  pourrons  au  .moins  en  bcuuaut 
Chafp'er  noflrc  mclanclwlic  : 
Sauuez  noz  tonneaux,  ic  vous  prie  ! 

Lenncviy,  qui  cfl  cy  dcuant 
Ne  nous  vcult  faire  courtoific. 
Vuidons  noz  tonneaux,  ic  vous  prie  ! 

Au  moins,  s'il  prend  noflrc  cité, 
Qu'il  n'y  trouue  plus  que  la  lie  : 
Vuidons  noz  tonneaux,  ic  vous  prie  ! 
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Hypocras  to  glorify 
More  than  good  wine  of  Saindli, 
Were  to  tell  a  lie. 

Such  fvveet  drinks  let  us  refign 
To  fick  dames  :  this  cider  fine 
Praife  \ve  as  a  drink  divine. 

Than  bad  wine  it  does  lefs  harm. 

You  know  what  will  work  a  charm 

When  the  weather's  warm  ! 

He  who  ferves  a  mafler  good, 
Drinking  to  him,  dofifs  his  hood. 
Your  good  healths  !  'Tis  underflood 
'l'hat  if  not  a  drop  remain, 
This  refrefliing  draught  we  drain 

Is  quite  pure  from  (lain. 


LXXXIII. 

The  fierce  befieging  hoil 

Prefs  hot  our  ramparts  round  : 
Keep  our  cafl<:s  fafe  and  found  ! 

Sooner  ail  elfe  be  loll 

That  plunderers  hâve  found  : 
'    Keep  our  cafks  fafe  and  found  ! 

That  with  the  wine-cup's  flow 

Mirth  may  again  abound  ; 
Keep  our  cafks  fafe  and  found  ! 

But  as  th'  advancing  foe 

Would  fain  our  arms  confound, 
Drain  our  caflvs  fafe  and  found  ! 

That,  if  he  take  our  town, 

The  Ices  alone  be  found  ; 
Drain  our  calks  fafe  and  found  ! 


I50  CHANSONS  DU  VAU  DE  VIRE. 

Deujfions  nous  viarcher  de  cq/îé, 
Ce  Iwn  fildre  n^efpargnons  mie  : 
Vîiidons  noz-  tonneaux,  ie  vous  prie  ! 


LXXXIV. 

Toufiours  auecques  moy  je  porte 
Vn  fort  bon  ejitonnoir  a  vin. 
Je  n^ emprunte  en  micune forte 
L e?itonnoir  de  tiofîre  voifin. 
Le  mien  nia  tant  confié  d'argent, 
Que  défi  vue  chofc  infinie  : 
Auffl  7n'a  t  il  toute  ma  vie 
Sen'y  continuellement. 

Gofier,  qui  naturellement 
Es  mon  entonnoir  très  fidclle, 
Ne  laiffe  entrer  en  7na  fouraile 
Breuuage,  s'il  n'efî  excelent  ! 

J'ayme  vne  bonne  compaignic 
Plus  volontiers  qu'vn  bon  repas., 
Pour  paffer  ma  melancholic 
Qui  ni aduanccroit  le  trefpas. 
Prez  mes  amis  ho7ineflement 
f''ay7ne  mieux  boire  cr  mouiller  P  anche. 
Que  manger  mon  pain  en  ma  manche. 
N'ayant  jatnais  contentement. 

Gofier,  qui  ?iatu?'cllement 
Es  mon  cntojinoir  très  fidcllc, 
Ne  laiffe  entrer  en  ma  fourcelle 
Breuuage,  s'il  n'cfl  excelent  ! 

J'aynie  tant  cflc  mélodie 

De  nos  Vau  de  Vire  nouueaux  ! 

Je  fay  juge  la  compaignie 
Que  les  7'icux  ne  font  poiiicl  plus  beaux. 
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If  we  mufl  march,  quaff  down 

This  cider,  ail  around  : — 
Drain  our  ca(ks  fafe  and  found  ! 


LXXXIV. 

I  always  hâve  by  me 

A  funnel,  prime  for  wine, 
Nor  any-wife  make  free 

To  borrow  aught  but  mine. 
Such  fums  my  funnel  cofl, 

That  'tis  above  ail  praife  : 

And  throughout  ail  my  days, 
It  never  has  been  lofl. 

0  throat,  whom  Heav'n's  decree 

My  funnel  true  did  make, 
Let  me  no  liquors  take 
But  fuch  as  choicefl  be  ! 

1  love  good  Company 

Better  than  grand  repaft, 
To  keep  mclancholy 

From  ending  me  at  lafl  : 
To  hâve  my  mouth-piece  fuU 

And  moifl,  with  friends,  I  own, 

Than  gnaw  my  cruil  alone, 
And  fo  be  always  dull. 

O  throat,  whom  Heaven's  decree 
My  funnel  true  did  make, 
Let  me  no  liquors  take 

But  fuch  as  choicefl  be  ! 

How  fweet  this  melody 

Of  our  new  Vaux-de-Vire  ! 

Judge  ail  the  company, — 

The  old  are  not  more  dear  ! 
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Si  fejlois  vu  homme  opulent, 
Jeferois  chère  magnificque 
A  tous  ceux  qui  cejle  muficque 
Me  chanteroie7it  journellement. 

Gofier,  qui  naturellement 
Es  mon  entotinoir  très  fidelle, 
Ne  laijfe  entrer  en  ma  fourcelle 
Breuuage,  s'il  n^ejl  excelent  ! 

Breuuage,  rempli  d'excelence, 
Je  te  donne  ton  pajfeport  : 
Paffe  !  tu  as  toute  licence  ; 
Reftieille  l'efprit  qui  s'endort. 
Si  ta  force  &  vertu  furprend 
Et  brouille  nojlre  fantafie, 
Faut  dormir  vne  heure  lâ^  demie. 
Et  ne  cueillir  poin£l  trop  le  vent. 

Gofier,  qui  naturellement 
Es  mon  entonnoir  très  fidelle. 
Ne  laifife  entrer  en  ma  fiou?relle 
Breuuage,  s'il  nefil  excelent  ! 

LXXXV. 

Voyant  en  ces  valons  Virois 
Des  moulins  foule urs  la  ruiné. 
Ou  noz  chantz  prindrent  origine, 
Regrettafit  leur  temps  ie  difois  : 
"  Ou  font  ces  moulins,  o  valons, 
"  Source  de  noz  chantz  biberons  ?  " 

Le  traficq  de  nos  pères  vieux 
Efioit  iadis  en  drappcric. 
Le  bon  Baffelin,  lors  en  vie, 
Se  refiouiffoit  auec  eux. 
Ou  font  ces  moulins,  o  "tuihuis, 
Source  de  noz  chautz  biberons  ? 
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Did  I  in  wealth  abound, 
I  fliould  in  royal  way 
Feafl  thofe  who,  day  by  day, 

Would  treat  me  to  that  found. 

O  throat,  whom  Heav'n's  decree 

My  funnel  true  did  make, 

Let  me  no  liquors  take 
But  fuch  as  choicefl.  be  ! 

Mofl,  goodly  drink,  départ  : 

Thou  hafl  thy  paffport  :  go  ! 

Awake  the  fleeping  heart, 
Pafs  freely  to  and  fro. 

If  thine  excelling  flrength 

In  dreams  our  wits  fliould  (leep, 
An  hour  and  half  s  found  flee]) 

Will  fet  ail  right  at  length. 

O  throat,  whom  Heav'n's  decree 

My  funnel  true  did  make, 

Let  me  no  liquors  takc 
But  fuch  as  choicefl  be  ! 

LXXXV. 

I  faw,  wliere  Vire  through  ^'alleys  flows, 

The  fulling-mills  in  ruins  laid, 
l'he  mills  from  which  our  fongs  arofe  ; 

And,  mourning  the  pafl  time,  I  faid  : — 
"  Where  are  the  mills,  O  valleys  fair  ! 
"  The  fource  of  many  a  drinking-air  ?  " 

The  traffic  of  our  fires  of  yore 

Was  in  the  cloth  they  made  and  fold. 
Good  Baffelin, — (alas,  no  more  !) — 

With  them  his  joyous  mufic  troUcd. 
\Vhere  are  tlie  mills,  O  valleys  fair  ! 
l'Iie  fource  of  many  a  drinking-air? 
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Aux  7noulins  qui  foulaient  leurs  draps 
Sur  cejle  rivière  iolie, 
Beuuoie?it  d'autant,  par  drôlerie, 
Pommé  qui  valait  hypocras, 
Ou  font  ces  moulins,  o  valons. 
Source  de  tioz  chantz  biberons  ? 

Baffelin  faifoit  lews  chanfons 
Qu'oji  nomma  partafit  Vaudeuire, 
Et  leur  enfeignoit  a  les  dire 
En  mille  gentilles  façons. 
Ou  font  ces  moulins,  o  valons. 
Source  de  noz  chafttz  biberons  f 

Or  bien  ce  bon  temps  efl  paffé. 
De  toutes  chofes  vne  pofe  ! 
Va  dans  mon  cors  cs^  fy  rcpofe  : 
Benoifl  foit  il  qui  fa  rerfé  ! 
Ou  font  ces  moulins,  o  valons. 
Source  de  noz  chantz  biberons  ? 

LXXXVI. 

Voicy  tous  gens  de  courage, 
Lefquclz  s'en  vont  en  voyage 
Jufqtcc  par  delà  les  nions. 
Faii'e  ce  peler itiage 
Sans  boire  nous  ne  pouuons. 

Que  la  bouteille  on  n'oublie. 
En  regrettant  No7-mandic. 
A  r ombre  nous  nous  ferrons. 
Si  le  chemin  nous  ennuyé. 
Et  Vvn  a  Vaullrc  boirons. 

Bernions  !  dcia  ie  me  laffe. 
Vu  chacun  fa  calabaffe 
Remplira  par  les  chc7nins. 
En  difant  :  "  Donnez,  de  grâce, 
A  boire  a  ces  pèlerins  !  " 
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In  mills  that  fulled  their  drapery, 

Where  that  bright  river's  currents  pafs, 
They  deeply  drank,  in  joUity, 

Cider  worth  more  than  hypocras. 
Where  are  the  mills,  O  valleys  fair  ! 
The  fource  of  many  a  drinking-air  ? 

Baffelin  framed  their  drinking-lays, 

As  Vaux-de-Vire  fo  widely  known  ; 

And  taught  a  thoufand  charming  ways 

Of  fmging  their  melodious  tone. 

Where  are  the  mills,  O  valleys  fair  ! 

The  fource  of  many  a  drinking-air  ? 

But  to  that  good  old  time,  a  clofe. 

To  ail  things  human,  cometh  refl  ! 
Within  me,  wine  !  take  thy  repofe  : 

May  he  who  poured  thee  out  be  bled  ! 
Where  are  the  mills,  O  valleys  fair  ! 
The  fource  of  many  a  drinking-air  ? 

LXXXVI. 

Hère  we  are  ail,  of  courage  found, 
Upon  our  pilgrim-joumey,  bound 

For  diflant  hill  and  vale. 
But  if  no  drink  be  found, 

Our  pilgrimage  mufl  fail. 

Though  we  our  Normandy  regret, 
The  bottle  let  us  ne'er  forget. 

We'll  in  the  fhade  repofe, 
If  long  the  road  ;  while  yet, 

Around,  our  wine-cup  flows. 

Let's  drink  !  already  l'm  foot-fore. 
Let  each  his  calabafh  with  more 

Replenifh  ; — "  Give,  we  pray, 
"  Thefe  pilgrims  drink  in  flore, 

"  To  help  them  on  their  way." 
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Compagnon,  vuide  la  tienne, 
Ainfi  que  j'ay  faiâî  la  mienne  ! 
Quelque  chance  nous  viendra, 
Mais  que  la  foi/  nous  reprenne, 
Qui  no z  flacons  remplira. 


LXXXVII. 

Viîte  le  roy  !  voicy  la  Patience  : 
Plus  ne  nous  faut  vainement  redoubler 
Ces  Efpagnolz,  vieux  ennemis  de  France, 
Lefquelz  vouloient  ce  royaulme  vfurper  ; 
Car  Hz  s^  en  font  retournez  tous  honteux. 
Helas  !  pourquoy  viuent  ces  enuieux  ? 

Ces  faux  ligueurs  nous  nourriffoient  la  guerre. 
Qui  7101CS  a  faift  oublier  noz  chanfons. 
Hz  fie  nous  ont  rien  laiffè  que  la  terre  ; 
Et,  en  vjiidant  noz  tonneaux  ô-*  poinffons, 
Nous  ont  oflé  ce  qu^aymions  le  mieux. 
Helas  !  pourquoy  viuent  ces  enuieux  1 

Mais  maintenant  qiiilz  font  a  vau  de  routte, 

Et  que  failly  Hz  ont  a  leurs  dcfjfeins, 

Beiiuons  d'' autant  !    Ne  nous  chaille  quHl  coufle  ! 

Car  noz  tonneaux  peut  e/lre  fcf'ont  plans. 

Et  Pan  qui  vient  nous  rendra  tous  ioyeux. 

Helas  !  pourquoy  viuent  ces  enuieux  1 

N'' oublions  poinâî  noz  gentilz  Vau  de  Vire  ; 
Hotineflement  les  faut  cncor  chanter  ; 
Si  tu  en  fcais,  voifin,  il  les  faut  dire  ! 
En  attcfidafit,  vn  peu  te  vay  gouflcr  : 
Fay  comme  moy,  tu  en  chanteras  mieux. 
Helas  !  pourquoy  viuent  ces  enuieux  1 
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Companion  pilgrim,  empty  thine, 
As  I,  a  pilgrim,  empty  mine  ! 

May  fome  chance  biefs  us  (lill  ; 
And,  if  we  thirfl,  with  winc 

Our  calabafh  refiU  ! 


LXXXVII. 

Long  live  the  King  !  Peace  cornes  to  fvvord  and  lance  : 
And  ne'er  again  regard  we  for  an  hour 

The  Spaniards,  ancient  enemies  of  France, 

Who  fain  would  hâve  ufurped  this  kingdom's  pow'r  ; 

For  they  hâve  back  been  driven  fhamefully. 

Alas  !  why  can't  thofe  envions  ones  die  ? 

Thofe  leaguers  falfe  maintained  the  hoflile  bands 

Who  made  us  ail  forget  our  poetr)^ 
They  now  hâve  left  us  nothing  but  our  lands  ; 

And,  drinking  ail  our  cafks  and  rundlets  dry, 
Hâve  pillaged  our  mofl  valued  property. 
Alas  !  why  can't  thofe  envions  ones  die  ? 

But  meanwhile,  fmce  in  rout  their  caufe  is  lofl. 
And  they  hâve  failed  in  ail  thcir  foui  defigns, 

Let's  frcely  drink  !  No  raattcr  for  the  cofl  ! 

Our  caflcs  perhaps  will  foon  be  full  of  wines. 

The  coming  year  will  biefs  us  joyoully. 

Alas  !  why  can't  thofe  envious  ones  die  ? 

Let  us  forget  not  our  fweet  Vaux-de-Vire  ; 

Again  let's  carol  them  in  honeft  hafle  ; 
If  you  know  one,  my  friend,  come  fuig  it  hère  ! 

Meanwhile,  a  goblet  full  I  fain  v/ould  taflc  : 
Do  as  I  do  ;  you'll  fmg  more  charmingly. 
Alas  !  why  can't  thofe  envious  ones  die  ? 
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LXXXVIII. 

Voyant  meffieiirs  de  Parlement, 
Auec  leur  rouge  accoujlrefnent, 
Du  bon  vin  clairet  f  eus  tnoemoirc  : 
Mais  conf ciller  ny  prefidcnt 
Ne  me  pria  iamais  de  boire. 

Je  juray  que  dorenaduant 
Je  n^ y  f  crois  plus  appellant 
Qu'aux  cabaretz  les  plus  notables, 
La  foif,  77ia  partie,  intimant 
Deuant  les  beuueurs,  mes  fcmblablcs. 

J'ayme  mieux  y  perdre  vn  procès 
Que  deuant  tant  de  go  fiers  /ces 
Qui  ne  refpirent  que  le  code  ; 
Et  puis,  fans  faire  fi  grandz  frais, 
En  beuuant  fouuent  on  accorde. 

Depenceons  plufloft  noflre  argent 
A  nous  donner  bon  traiâîcjnent. 
Sans  aller  courir  a  la  Bouille. 
Ehyuer  il  ne  paffe  aifement 
Qui  laijfe  a  Rouan  fa  defpouillc. 

Mais,  z^oifin,  cliangcotis  de  dcuis. 
Vn  Vaudeuire,  a  mo7i  aduis  ! 
Sans  boyre,  on  ne  peut  bien  conclurrc 
J'y  fatisferay,  fi  je  puis. 
Car  f  ayme  cela  de  nature. 

Alouillons  donc  ;  il  f  ai  H:  bon  fe  cher. 
Je  veux,  pour  ma  foif  efiancher, 
Verre  plein  du  bon  vin  que  j'ayvie. 
Cifluy  cy  vous  va  deuancer  : 
Vous  le  voires  en  Angoulefme. 
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LXXXVIII. 

Seeing  the  Peers  of  Parliament, 
With  ail  their  red  accoutrement, 

"  Good  rofy  wine  !  "  thought  I  ; 
But  neither  Peer  nor  Prefident 

Afked  me  a  glafs  to  try. 

Thenceforth,  I  thereon  roundly  fwore, 
I  fliould  appeal  my  caufe  no  more 

Save  to  befl  taverners  : 
Summoning  thirfl  to  come  before 

Tribunal  of  my  peers. 

l'd  fooner  lofe  fuits  there,  tlian  try 
To  plead  before  thofe  throttles  dry, 

Who  breathe  but  flatute-lore  ; 
Men  oft,  without  fuch  robbery, 

Drink  and  are  friends  once  more. 

Then  let  us  rather  money  fpend 
In  feafls  without  an  early  end, 

Than  running  to  Ta  Bouille. 
His  winter  goes  without  a  friend, 

At  Rouen  who  leaves  fpoil. 

But,  neighbour,  let  us  change  the  flrain. 
A  Vau-de-Vire  would  fuit  my  vein  ! 

Athirfl,  we  nothing  prove. 
l'd  fatisfy  that,  if  I  could. 

For  'tis  what  I  mofl  love. 

Then  drink  :  'tis  well  to  do  fo,  firil. 
I  fain  would  hâve,  to  quench  my  thirfl, 

Full  glafs  of  wine,  I  own  : 
Make  halle,  or  you'U  come  off  the  worfl, — 

Through  Angoulefme  'tis  gone  ! 
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LXXXIX. 

GRACES. 

Nous  congnoijfons,  grand  Dieu,  îiojire  avoir  &-'  voz  biens 
Procéder  purement  de  ta  main  nouricicre  ; 
Et,  çtioy  que  nous  f oyons  vne  race  fautiere, 
Bon  père,  que  de/l  toy  quifeul  nous  entretiens  ! 

Grâces  nous  te  rendons  de  tes  biens  qtûauons  pris  ! 
Si  auons  excédé  ce  qu'' il  faut  a  nature, 
Ne  ceffe  toutes  fois  d^auoir  de  7îous  la  ctire  : 
Four  s'efiouirfans  mal  ne  nous  metz  a  mépris  ! 

Fay  que  beuua?is  enfemblc  en  vain  ne  prenions 
Ton  nom  ;  que  ne  f  oyons  ?iy  gourmandz  ny  prodigues, 
Ny  contempteurs  de  toy  ;  ains  que  tu  nous  infligucs 
A  fayiner  6^  bénir,  pendant  que  nous  viurons. 

A  Vhofle  quant  ô>"  quant  nous  difons  :  Grand  nicrcy, 
Qui,  pour  r amour  de  nous,  n'a  rien  mis  en  cfpargnc  ! 
Aduienne  que  bientofî  iuflement  il  rcgaigne 
Ce  qu'il  luy  a  couflé  pour  nous  traicler  ainfi  ! 
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L  XXXIX. 

THANKSGIVING. 

We  know,  grcat  Lord  !  that  ail  our  wealth  and  flore 
Proceed  entirely  from  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

And,  though  our  race  with  fin  be  clouded  o'er, 

Great  Sire  !  we  live  but  by  thy  foie  command. 

We  biefs  Thce  for  thy  gifts'  kind  afifiuence  ! 

If  more  than  Nature's  wants  be  thus  fupplicd, 
Still  guide  and  guard  us  by  Thy  Providence  : — 

May  we  enjoy  them  without  blâme  or  pride  ! 

Ne'er  in  our  cups  may  we  Thy  name  profane, 

Nor  may  we  gluttonous  nor  wafteful  be  : 

Nor  Thee  defpife  :  fo  may  Thy  mercy  deign 

To  make  us  ever  love  and  worfliip  Thee. 

And,  as  from  time  to  time  we  thank  our  hofl, 

Who  fpares  no  kindnefs  his  elleem  to  prove, 

May  he  in  Thy  good  time  find  nothing  lofl 
Of  ail  his  coflly  évidence  of  love  ! 


CHANSONS    DU    VAU    DE   VIRE 


SECOND    RECVEIL 


I. 

O  vray  ô^  naturel  François^ 
Beau  <^  boit,  tu  as  toutes  fois 

Mère  grande  mal  faiâîe, 
Qui  a  peau  laide  &  eors  tortu, 
Et,  fans  appuy,  7i'a  la  vertu 

De  fe  fouflenir  droiâîe. 

Sur  ta  mère  il  fil  ut  fouler, 
Et  fur  le  ventre  luy  piler, 

Afin  de  te  produire. 
Pour  ton  bers,  tu  eus  vn  cuueau  ; 
Tu  es  fain  ;  mais  abreuué  d'eau 

C\fl  alors  qu'il  f  empire. 

Tu  c/ia?rges  logis  plufieurs  fois. 
En  fortant  d'vn  logis  de  bois 

Entres  en  vn  de  verre, 
Ou  vn  d'e/lain,  premicremetit  ; 
En  noflre  corps  finablement  : 

Puis,  retournes  en  terre. 

Mais  ta  vertu  ne  vas  moiflrant. 
Sinon  en  noflre  corps  entrant, 

La  ou  lu  fais  merudiles  ; 
Mais  qu'on  t'y  mette  fobremcnt. 
Tu  nous  rends  gays  incontinent. 

Et  l'efprit  tu  refueilles. 
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SECOND    SERIES 

I. 

O  Frenchman  true  and  native-born, 
Fair,  good,  yet  from  a  mother  torn 

Great  and  ill-formed  to  fight, 
Uncouth  of  fkin,  in  body  bent, 
And,  unlefs  fome  fupport  be  lent, 
Unfit  to  fland  upright. 

Thy  mother  had  child-labour  long, 
And  undenvent  convulfions  flrong, 

That  she  might  thee  produce. 
Thy  ruflic  cradle  was  a  vat  ;'  • 
Healthy  thyfelf,  thy  force  grows  flat 

From  vvater-drink's  abufe. 

Thou  many  times  dofl  change  thy  home. 
Firil  from  a  wooden  houfe  to  corne, 

To  enter  one  of  glafs  ; 
Or,  firfl  into  a  pewter  can, 
Thence  into  body  of  a  man  : 

Thence  into  earth  to  pafs  ! 

Thy  virtue,  nathelefs,  is  imknowTi 
Till  in  our  body  it  be  fliown, 

Where  thou  dofl  magie  make  ; 
If  therein  taken  foberly, 
Thou  cheereft.  us  unfailingly, 

And  doll  our  fpirit  wake  ! 
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Qui  te  prend  ne  petit  rien  celer  : 
Tu  contrainâîz  chacun  a  parler 

Et  deuifer  o^  rire. 
Tu  fais  defcoîiurir  les  humeurs , 
Et  congnoiJl7-e  fi  les  beiiueurs 

Sont  benings  ou  pleifis  d'ire. 

Sur  tous,  ceux  la  font  vicieux 
Pour  fauoir,  auaricieux, 

Qui  craignent  le  coufîagc  : 
Tuifçu' apportant  nofirefanté, 
En  vn  coips  de  maux  agité 

Tu  rcffietz  le  courage. 

On  ne  pourrait  congnoiftre  mieux 
Que  tes  effectz  fo7it  ge7iereux. 

Et  n^efi  rien  qui  f  égale, 
Qu'a  ton  blanc  &  incarnatin  ; 
famais  n''efl  V habit  d'vn  coquin 

De  ta  pourpre  royalle. 

Mais  fay  ie  poinâl  affcz  prefchè  ? 
Me  f croit  il  bien  reproché 

De  n'auoir  tenu  compte 
De  loger  vn  hoflc  fi  bon, 
Far  charité,  dans  ma  maifon  ?  .   . 

Ce  me  ferait  grand' honte. 


II. 

Ou  les  a  cenfurcs 
Les  pauures  Vau  de  Vire, 
Et  plufieurs  rechignes 
N'e  ccffcnt  d'en  ?  nef  dire. 
Ce  font  des  morfondus 
Qtion  ne  void  iaviais  rire. 
Hz  font  les  entendus 
Et  ne  peuucnt  rien  dire. 
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He  who  takes  thee,  can  nought  conceal  : 
Through'thee,  men  hidden  things  reveal, 

And  tell  long  taies,  and  laugh. 
Men's  humours  thou  dofl  let  us  know, 
And  whether  quick  to  wrath,  or  flow, 

Are  thofe  good  fouis  who  quaff. 

But  moft  of  ail  they  fliow  keen  zeal 
To  hâve  thee  :  avarice  they  feel 

Indeed,  who  fear  thy  cofl  : 
Since  our  good  health  thou  dod  reflore, 
And  (hattered  frame  infpire  once  more 

With  vigour  that  was  lofl. 

No  better  proof  could  we  exatl, 
How  generous  thine  ev'ry  ail, 

Unmatched  in  chivalry, 
Than  thy  white  and  incarnadine  ; 
No  rafcal's  coat  could  ever  fhine 

Like  thy  red  royalty. 

Hâve  I  enough  thy  merits  broached  ? 
Could  I  be  juflly  now  reproached 

With  infufficient  heed 
To  giving  charitable  refl 
Within  my  houfe  to  fuch  a  guefl  ? — 

That  were  a  fliame  indeed  ! 


II. 

TheyVe  cenfured  them  fadly, 

The  poor  Vaux-de-Vire  ; 
And  louts  who  live  badly, 

Inceffantly  fneer. 
They're  ail  difmal  fellows 

Who  merriment  fear, 
No  good  thing  they  tell  us, 

But  backbite  and  jeer. 
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Qui,  ioyeux  &=  gaillard, 
Chantant,  ne  boit  du  pire. 
Vaut  mieux  qu^vn  vieux  ftiulard 
Qui  toufiours  ejt  en  ire. 
C'e/î  du  vin  de  céans 
Que  vous  voyez  reluire  : 
Gage  qu'il  ejî  dedans, 
Pourueu  que  ie  le  tire. 

III. 

Breuuage,  amy  fouef. 

Armé  de  verre, 
Vne  importîine  foif 

Me  faiSl  la  guerre. 

Mais  vien  ffûen  deliurer, 

Je  tefuplie. 
Et  faire  defloger 
Cejle  ennemie. 

Je  ne  crains  tous  les  jours 
Qu'elle  7n\iff aille, 

Pouruéu  que  ton  fccours 
Pie  me  deffaille. 

Or,  l'en  feray  vangé, 

Je  m'en  confole  ; 
Car  fay  fort  bien  charge 
CeJle  pifloUe. 

Mcfcha7ite  foif,  rctidz  toy, 

Ouure  la  porte, 
Et  vuide  de  chez  moy. 

Ou  tu  es  morte. 

Elle  fuit  maintefiant, 
QîtiâlaTit  la  place. 

O  breuuage  vaillanl, 
Je  te  rendz  grâce  ! 
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He,  gallant  and  jolly, 

Who  fings  and  drinks  riglit, 
Difplays  not  the  folly 

Of  mulifli  old  fright. 
This  liquor,  believe  it, 

In  bottle  fliines  bright  ; 
And  when  you  receive  it, 

l'm  fure  'twill  delight. 

III. 

Sweet  friend,  O  beverage, 

Thy  wine-glafs  wield  ; 

Thirfl  with  a  refllefs  rage 
Taketh  the  field. 

Swift  to  my  fuccour  fpeed, 

Humbly  I  pray  ; 
And  make  that  foe  recède 

Quickly  away. 

I  will  not  be  difmayed 

Though  it  affail, 
If  only  thy  good  aid 

Daily  avail. 

Now,  I  avenged  fhall  be, 

Comforting  though t  ! 

I  hâve,  well  charged,  with  me 
This  piflole  brought. 

Villain  thirfl,  render  thee  ! 

Open  the  gâte  : 
Hurry  away  from  me. 

Or  doom  await. 

Thirft  takes  to  flight, 

Quitting  the  place. 

O  lic^uor,  brave  in  fight, 

Thanks  for  fuch  "race  ! 
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Je  te  veux  demeurer 

Amy  fidelle, 
Qui  peux  fi  bien  vuider 
Vne  querelle. 

Tu  es  d'aueeçues  moy, 
Toufiours,  «S?',  pource 

Je  ne  craindray  pour  toy 
Vuider  ma  bource. 

Et  je  ne  veux  aymer 

Vne  maijlreffe 
Qui  me  vouldra  prier 

Que  ie  te  laiffe. 


IV. 

Celuy  qui,  pour  chanter  le  los 
Du  bon  vin,fiJlfapoefic, 
Auoit  nom  en  grec  Philinos, 
Et  ToxQxm  fut  fo?i  amie. 

Sachatit  qu^efcrire  il  ne  pouuoit, 
Et  parler  de  chofes  fubUtnes , 
Pour  la  maijlreffe  quHl  ayinoit, 
Paffafit  temps,  il  dreffa  fes  7ytlmies  ; 

Rythmes  qii'il  trampoit  dans  le  vin, 
Four  douces  les  faire  &=  plus  riches  ; 
Et  jamais  ne  fut  f on  deffein 
De  les  compofer  pour  les  chiches. 

Car  jafuais  auare  altéré 
Ne  dira  bien  les  Vaudeuire  ; 
Le  ris  ne  luy  vient  point  a  gré  ; 
Il  craint  les  frais,  cn  boit  du  pire. 
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But  thou,  I  prithee,  flay, 

O  faithful  friend  ! 
Thou  who  canfl  an  affray 

So  deftly  end. 

I  will  for  ever  be 

Comrade  of  thine  : 
Ne'er  fliall  be  clofed  for  thee 

Purfe-flrings  of  mine. 

Nor  will  I  ever  give 

Miflrefs  my  heart, 
Who  vvould  aflc  me  to  live 

From  thee  apart. 


IV. 

He  of  goodly  wine  who  framed 

Praifes  in  poetic  lay, 
\Vas  in  Greek  F/iïlœnos  named, 

And  his  love,  Thorexia. 

Confcious  that  in  vain  he  flrove 

To  defcant  on  things  fublime, 

For  the  miflrefs  of  his  love 

Playfully  he  built  his  rhyme  ; 

Rhyme  which  he  immerfed  in  wine, 

That  it  might  be  fweet  and  brave  ; 

It  was  never  his  defign 

To  compofe  it  for  the  knave. 

Never  will  a  mifer's  thirfl. 

Rightly  chant  the  Vaux-de-Vire  , 
W'ith  unfmiling  temper  curfl, 

He  dreads  coll  of  joUy  cheer. 
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Mais  laijjotis  la  ces  morfondus, 
Parlons  des  fermiers  de  vilage 
Qui  viennent  de  gafleaux  cor/ms, 
Aux  Rois,  efirener  le  mefnage. 

C'e/l  vn  grand  heur,  en  vérité, 
Qu'y  trouuant  la  noix  ou  la  fcbi/e, 
On  acquert  vne  royaulté  : 
C'e/l  dofic  biefi  raifort  qu'on  e?i  boiiie. 

Ce  petit  règne  fans  profit, 
Qui  dure  a  peine  vne  jojirn'ee 
Monflre  que  bientojl  fe  reduiil 
Toute  gloire  humaine  en  futnée. 


V. 

Beuuons  a  la  fanté  du  Roy 
Vin  d' Orléans  ou  de  Livioy  ! 
Eîifcpueliffons  la  moevioire 
Des  maux  paffés,  (>>  leur  tombeau 
Bafliffons  d'vn  pot  de  bon  boire, 
Tiré  du  plus  friand  tonneau. 

On  a  fubieâî  de  s'efgaycr, 

Quand  on  boit  du  bon,fajis  payer  : 

La  bourfe  a  fouuent  indigence. 

Sans  cela,  pluficu?-s  cfpritz  beaux 

Efueilleroient  leur  fuffifance, 

Et,  bcuuaus,  diroient  motz  nouucaux. 

Je  feray  vomir  au  matin 
A  vn  pédant  tout  f on  latin  ; 
Par  le  vin  je  feray  mcrucille  : 
J'efmouucray  mieux  le  caquet 
lyvn  aduocat,  par  la  bouteille, 
Que  par  V argent,  dans  le  pa/yiirt. 
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Leave  we  thofe  duU  fouis  forlorn. 

Sing  we  of  the  village  clowns, 
Whom,  on  Twelfth-night,  cake  with  horn 

As  the  reigning  Monarch  crowns. 

When  they  find  the  nut  or  bean, 

Truly  they  who  win  may  laugh  ; 

Kings  they  fuddenly  are  feen  : 

Reafon  good  why  they  fliould  quaff. 

Brief,  unprofitable  reign, 

Lafling  fcarcely  for  a  day  ! 
Hunian  glories,  not  lefs  vain, 

Soon  in  fmoke  pafs  ail  away  ! 


V. 

"  Health  to  the  King  !  "  drink  we  with  joy, 
In  wine  of  Orléans  or  Limoy  ! 
Of  forrows  pafl,  the  memory 

Entomb  we  ;  and,  above  their  grave, 
To  build  a  monument  let's  try, 

With  pot  from  the  befl  cafl<  we  hâve. 

To  drink  good  wine  with  nought  to  pay, 
Is  matter  for  refle(flion  gay  : 
The  purfe  is  oft  in  want  of  pence. 

Not  feldom,  elle,  fome  witty  one 
Would  waken  up  his  afifluence. 

And,  o'er  his  cups,  invent  new  fun. 

Till  morn,  I  could  a  pédant  teach 
To  pour  forth  ail  his  Latin  fpeech  ; 
And,  in  the  forum  of  the  law, 

I  could  a  cleverer  debate 
By  bottle  than  by  money  draw 

From  fluent  tongue  of  Advocale. 
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Lafevime,pour  n'efire  en  deffault 
De  parler,  boire  il  ne  biy  fmdt  ; 
Mais  fi  le  vin  on  luy  adioujle, 
Elle  aide  a  bien  vous  confcffer  : 
Vojlre  vie  elV  vous  dira  toute, 
Si  lo7's  votis  la  faiftes  fafcher. 

Mais  ne  blafmons  J>erfon?ie  icy  : 
Vn  chacun  a  toufiours  vn  fy. 
Prcîidray  ie  cefie  médecine  ? 
Mon  mal  vous  congnoijjes  fort  bien 
Ouy,  ouy,  ?ie  prenons  poi?iâî  la  peine 
D'en  preîidre  aduis  de  Galien. 

VI. 

Las  !  cher  amy,  je  croy  bien  que  la  mort 
Dure  te  fict,  quand  en  Veau  te  noyas  ; 
Car  Veau,  viîiatit,  tu  hàiffois  fi  fort, 
Qu'en  ta  boijfon  jamais  ne  remployas. 
Si  la  riuiere  ou  chetif  tu  tombas, 
Enfl  eu  fes  flotz  de  vin  ou  Maluoijie, 
Tu  tiy  aurois  jamais  perdu  la  vie. 

V71C  moindre  eau  pouuoit  finir  tes  jours. 

Ton  naturel  ayant  cet  elemeiit 

Four  ennemy  :  ati  boi?-e  auffl  toufiours 

T'en  abfienois,  c;^  faifois  fageme?it  ; 

Pour  ce  fubieâl  ie  faymois  chercme?it  ; 

Car  le  vin  pur  nous  faifoit  viure  enfemble. 

Et,  pour  ta  mort,  quand  ie  vois  Veau,  j'en  tremble. 

Voudrais  ie  bien  pour  brcuuagc  en  mon  cors 

De  mon  amy  la  meurtrière  loger  i 

Si  Veau  pourrit  les  pieux  qui  font  fi  fors, 

Elle  pourrait  auffl  m' endommager 

En  via  fiante  que  je  veux  mefinager. . 

S'il  efi  fans  eau,  je  prendray  ce  breuuage. 

Noflre  hofie,  a  vous  !  fi  en  boy  de  bon  courage  ! 
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Woman  alone  can  well  difpenfe 
With  vinous  aids  to  éloquence  ; 
But  if  to  lier  you  add  fome  wine, 

She'U  help  you  bravely  to  confefs  ; 
And  your  pafl  life  tell,  Une  by  Une, 

If  e'er  you  caufed  her  a  diflrefs. 

But  Ict  us  hère  no  one  malign  ; 

AU  hâve  their  failings  ;  1  hâve  mine  : 

Am  I  to  take  this  doélor's  draught  ? 

(You  know  full  well  my  malady). — 
Yes,  yes  ;  let  it  be  duly  quaffed, 

Nor  flay  for  Galen's  pharmacy. 

VI. 

Alas  !  dear  friend,  I  well  believe  thy  death 

Was  fad,  when  thou  wert  in  the  water  drowned  ; 
Water,  fo  hated  with  thy  living  breath, 

That  in  thy  drink  it  never  yet  was  found. 

Had  but  that  fatal  flood,  inflead,  been  crowned 
With  waves  of  wine  or  of  Malvoifie, 
We  had  not  now  been  fo  bewailing  thee. 

In  drinking,  from  thy  foe  thou  didft.  abllain  ; 

And  in  fo  doing  didfl  thy  wifdom  pro\-e. 
Tliat  view,  indeed,  was  common  to  us  twain, 

Therefore  for  thee  I  felt  fo  great  a  love  ; 

A  like  abhorrence  did  my  fancy  move, 
For  in  pure  wine  we  both  took  much  delight, 
And,  fuice  thy  death,  I  dread  ail  water's  fight. 

^^'hat  !  in  my  body  could  I  choofe  to  take 

To  lodge,  the  vile  affaffin  of  ray  friead  ? 

If  water  rot  away  the  flurdy  flake, 

It  might  me  alfo  haflen  to  my  end. 

I  mufl  my  healtli  with  prudent  caution  tend. 

If  free  from  water,  I  will  drink  this  draught. 

Our  hofl  !  To  you,  with  brave  good-will,  'tis  quaffed  ! 
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Nous  ferons  bien,  auecqiies  cejîuy  cy, 
Vne  heure  ou  deux  que  nous  ferons  céans. 

Laiffons,  Meffieurs,  le  chagrineux  foticy  ; 

Fefîoyons  l'hofle  aux  defpens  defes  Meus. 

Il  fie  faut  pas  eflre  traiflre  au  dedans. 

Et  feindre  vn  ris  qui  n^efl  que  d'' apparence 
Vraye  amitié  gifl  en  P expérience. 


VII. 

A  quelques  hommes  fans  cerneaux, 
C'e/l  vne  couflume  ordinaire 
De  faire  rompre  leurs  manteaux, 
Pliflofl  que  s^arrefler  a  boire. 
Boji  pommé,  feras  tic  perdu  1 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Ayaîit  foif,  la  difflmuler, 

Cefî  par  honte  ou  hypocrific  ; 

Mais  plus  grand' ho7ite  efl  s\'n  aller, 

Refufant  telle  conrtoifie. 

Bo7i  pomme,  feras  tu  perdu  ? 

Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Offrir  a  boire,  quand  on  boit, 

Cefî  chofe  a  VAlemaiid  tant  belle, 

Qu'a  cil  qui  le  refuferoit. 

Il  bafliroit  vne  querelle. 

Bon  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  1 

Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

fay  perdu  ccjV  oeeafon 
Plufieurs  fois  d'vne  humeur  peu  eau  le 
Mais  ores  puifque  c\fl  du  bon, 
Je  ne  feray  plus  telle  faute. 
Jnvi  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  ? 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 
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We  fhall  be  well  content  with  this  good  wine, 

An  hour  or  two,  while  we  are  gathered  hère. 

Lct  us,  my  friends,  ceafe  longer  to  repine  ; 

Pledge  we  our  hofl  in  liquor  he  holds  dear  ; 
No  traitors  to  our  bofom's  inward  clieer, 

Nor  fmiles  affuming  that  are  feigned  alone. 

True  friendfhip  befl  by  that  ordeal  is  known. 


VIL 

Some  men,  in  their  foohfhnefs, 

Make  it  quite  their  common  way 

Rather  to  be  flripped  of  drefs, 

Than  at  drinking-bout  to  flay. 

Cider  good,  flialt  thou  be  loti? 

Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 

To  diffimulate  our  thirft 

Is  fhame  or  hypocrify  ; 
But  to  go  away  is  worfl, 

Spurning  fuch  a  courtefy. 
Cider  good,  flialt  thou  be  lofl.  ? 
Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 

Where  men  drink,  to  offer  wine 
Germans  do  fo  truly  love, 

That  who  fliould  fuch  grâce  décline, 
Would  a  quarrel  furely  move. 

Cider  good,  flialt  thou  be  lofl,  ? 

Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl-  ! 

Often,  from  a  thoughtlefs  mood, 
I  hâve  lofl.  at  ûich  a  game  ; 

But  now,  fince  this  drink  is  good, 
I  will  not  reje6l  the  famé. 

Cider  good,  flialt  thou  be  lofl? 

Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 
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Quand  je  te  voy,  le  cueur  me  rid, 
Beaufcldre,  ô^  ma  gorge  fechée 
I  T'attend,  ainfi  que,  dans  le  nid, 

L'oyfeau  qui  attend  la  bêchée. 
Bon  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  ? 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Il  ne  faut  ?nanger  du  f aie. 
Afin  qu'a  te  boire  on  s'inuite  ; 
Mais  tu  ne  doibs  eflre  baillé 
Qu'a  ceux  qui  jugent  ton  mérite. 
Bon  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  1 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Ou  l'on  te  boira  fans  excès, 
f'eflime  la  place  honorable  ; 
Tout  efcot  aura  bon  fuccés, 
Pourueu  que  tu  fois  a  la  table. 
Bon  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  ? 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Les  gendres,  qu'on  rendroit  ioyeux 

Aucc  des  boiffons  fi  gentilles, 

Ne  dcburoient,  s' Hz  font  amoureux, 

Rien  prendre,  en  epoufant  les  filles. 

Bon  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  ? 

Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 

Bon  boire  n'a  plus  ces  effeHz  ; 
Trop  règne  a  prefcnt  Vauaricc. 
Je  m'e?i  vay  def charger  ce  fais  ; 
Puis  vous  dires  qu^on  le  rempli fc. 
Bon.  pommé,  feras  tu  perdu  1 
Il  vaut  bien  mieux  que  tu  fois  beu. 
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When  I  fee  thee,  I  am  blefl  ; 

My  throat  waits  thee,  cider  good, 
As  the  bird  which,  in  the  nefl, 

Waiteth  for  its  little  food. 
Cider  good,  fhalt  thou  be  lofl  ? 
Rather  let  us  drink  thee  nioft  ! 

No  fait  viand  need  they  ferve 

To  make  me  drink  thee  with  hafle  ; 

But  thee  only  thofe  deferve 

Who  can  value  thy  fine  tafle. 

Cider  good,  fhalt  thou  be  loR  ? 

Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 

To  drink  thee  without  excefs 

Is  a  mark  of  virtue  rare  ; 
Tavem-bill  will  hâve  fuccefs 

If  thou  but  be  prefent  there. 
Cider  good,  fhalt  thou  be  lofl  ? 
Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 

Sons-in-law  who  would  enjoy 

Being  on  fuch  liquids  fed, 
Should,  if  love  their  thoughts  employ, 

Not  be  portionlefs  when  wed. 
Cider  good,  fhalt  thou  be  lofl  ? 
Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 

Good  drink  now  has  feebler  grown  ; 

Avarice  does  too  much  reign. 
This  cup  full  I  now  fend  down  ; 

You  can  hâve  it  filled  again. 
Cider  good,  flialt  thou  be  lofl  ? 
Rather  let  us  drink  thee  mofl  ! 
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VIII. 

SHl  faut  procéder  fur  le  boire, 
Je  ne  me  veux  jamais  aider 
De  r exception  dilatoire. 
Le  ja7nhon  ejl  vti  acceffoire, 
Sur  quoy  ie  voudrois  me  fonder. 

En  matière  de  beuuerie, 
Quant  a  moy,  toufiours  ie  pretens 
A  anticiper  ma  partie, 
Ceffant  toutes  fois  plaiderie, 
S'il  veut  payer  tous  les  dépens. 

Les  raifons  fur  qtwy  ie  me  fonde 
Sont  toufiours  la  foif  &=  le  chauld. 
Ma  caufe  eft  en  la  taffe  ronde, 
Qu'a  vuider,  combien  que  profonde, 
Jamais  ie  ne  tombe  en  deffault. 

Le  paragraphe  ô^  la  rubricque 
Ne  valent  rien  pour  décider 
De  quelque  boicteille  authanticque  : 
Je  ne  m'y  fers  que  de  praticque, 
Alors  que  ie  la  veux  vuider. 

Mais  laiffons  procès,  car  f  en  tremble, 
Doyant  nommer,  tant  ie  le  crains  ! 
Ce  n'efl  pas  ce  qui  nous  affetublc  : 
C efl  pour  fçauoir  ce  qu'il  vous  femble 
De  ce  dont  les  verres  font  pleins. 

Comme  gourmet z  pleins  de  fcicncc, 
L'hofle  vous  en  vcult  confultcr. 
Je  dy,  félon  ma  confcicnce. 
Que  voicy  bien  de  l'cxcelence, 
Pourucu  qu'il  ne  faille  conter. 
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VIII. 

If  thirfl  mufl  indidled  be, 

Then  I  ne  ver  wifh  to  raife 

Any  dilatory  plea. 

Ham  is  an  accefTory  ; 

Upon  which  I  found  my  café. 

When  a  drinking-fuit  is  mine, 

Then  I  ahvays  would  difpenfe 

With  a  contradi6ling  line  ; 

And  ail  argument  refign, 

If  they  pay  me  my  expenfe. 

As  my  main  fubflantial  ground, 

Thirfl  and  heat  I  mean  to  keep  : 
My  café  lies  in  goblet  round  ; 
In  default  l'm  never  found, 

Though  the  cup  be  ne'er  fo  deep. 

Rubric,  paragraph,  the  tafk 

Might  attempt,  but  ail  in  vain, 
Trying  fome  authentic  flafk  : 
Praélice  there  is  ail  I  afk, 

When  I  would  its  contents  drain. 

Leave  we  fuits,  which  I  detefl. 

And  their  name  fills  me  with  fear  ! 
Not  for  them  hâve  we  profeffed 
Hère  to  meet  :  but  which  is  befl 

Of  thefe  wines,  we  wifh  to  hear. 

From  Epicurean  fage 

Such  as  you,  the  hofl  would  learn 
Your  opinion  :   I  engage, 
Hère  is  goodly  beverage  ! 

Ixt  him  note  it  in  his  turn. 
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Je  veux  de  Veau  de  Clitorie, 
S'il  faut  d'eau  ce  bon  vin  tremper  ; 
Mais  encore  je  ne  me  fie 
En  cejle  fource  d'Archadie. 
Pline  me  pourroit  bien  tromper. 


IX. 

Pour  fuir  a  mes  ennuis,  fans  partir  d'vne  place, 
Je  pren  le  cor,  la  gaule,  &'  ni  exerce  a  la  chaffe  .- 
Preti,  pren  ! 
Boy,  boy  ! 
Happe,  happe  ! 
Pren,  pren  ! 
Garde  bieti 
Qu'il  n'échappe  ! 

Mon  gibier  efl  lafoif  qui  faiâl  chez  moy  fon  gifle  ; 
Non,  pour  Vauoir,  je  chaffe  ;  ains  veux  qu'elle  jne  quiâle. 
Pren,  pren  / 
Boy,  boy  ! 
Happe,  happe  ! 
Pren,  pren  ! 
Garde  bien 
Qu'il  7i échappe  ! 

Le  verre  c'efl  mon  cor,  que  je  fay  par  merueilles 
Ronfler  en  l'embouchant  ;  mes  chiens  font  les  bouteilles. 
Pren,  pren  ! 
Boy,  boy  ! 
Happe,  happe  I 
Pren,  pren  / 
Garde  bien 
Qu'il  n'échappe  ! 

La  table  ejl  ma  forefl  à^  ma  campagne  verte. 
Quand  vies  amis  cn  moy  nous  la  trouuons  couuerte. 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  i8i 

Bright  Clitoria's  flreani  let's  try, 

If  we  mufl  mix  this  good  wine  : 

Yet  I  rather  would  pafs  by 

That  famed  fpring  of  Arcady  : 

Pliny  might  give  erring  fign  ! 


IX. 

To  flee  from  my  fadnefs,  yet  llay  in  one  place 
I  take  horn,  and  flaff,  and  I  practife  the  chafe. 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Drink,  drink  ! 

Hip,  hip  ! 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Keep  watch 

Lefl.  it  flip  ! 

My  game  is  the  thiril,  which  I  don't  want  to  catch  ; 
But  only  to  make  it  decamp  with  defpatch. 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Drink,  drink  ! 

Hip,  hip  ! 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Keep  watch 

Lefl  it  nip  ! 

The  goblet's  my  bugle,  which  fplendidly  founds, 
When  I  luftily  blow  ;  the  bottles,  my  hounds. 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Drink,  drink  ! 

Hip,  hip  ! 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Keep  watch 

Lefl  it  flip  ; 

The  table's  my  forefl  and  hunting-fîeld  green, 
When  clofe  fet  with  covers  for  friends  and  me  feen. 
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Fren,  pren  ! 

Boy,  boy  ! 

Happe,  happe  ! 

Pren,  pren  ! 
Garde  bien 
Qu'il  n'échappe  ! 

Que  f  embouche  ce  cor,  quelque  ouruary  qu'il  fajjc, 
La  foif  mourra  ce  coup,  ou  quiâîera  la  place. 
Fren,  pren  ! 
Boy,  boy  ! 
Happe,  happe  ! 
Pren,  pren  ! 
Garde  bien 
Qu'il  n'échappe  ! 

O  bon  cor,  doux  fouflet,  aggreable  a  la  bouche  ! 
Cejî  exercice  ejl  bon,  attendant  qu'on  fe  couche. 
Pren,  pren  f 
Boy,  boy  ! 
Happe,  happe! 
Pren,  pren  ! 
Garde  bien 
Qu'il  n'échappe  ! 


X. 

J'entre  librement  la  ou  ie  fcay  qu'on  boit  ; 

Car,  fans  honte,  vn  malade  doit 
D'vn  médecin  entrer  en  la  maifon 
Pour  auoir  garifon. 

La  foif  c'cjl  vn  mal  dont  ie  fuis  pourfuiui. 

Qui  plus  me  preffe  &  faiH  d'ennuy. 
Ses  recipes  faut  il  cercher  ailleurs 
Que  parmy  les  beuueurs  ? 

S/  ceux  font  amis,  chez  qui  rvus  aniués. 
Seront  ioyrnx,  fi  tous  bcuucs  : 
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Catch,  catch  ! 
Drink,  drink  ! 
Hip,  hip  ! 
Catch,  catch  ! 
Keep  watch 
Left  it  flip  ! 

I  blow  on  my  bugle,  and,  loud  though  he  cry, 
Thirfl  foon  will  break  cover,  or  elfe  he  mufl  die. 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Drink,  drink  ! 

Hip,  hip  ! 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Keep  watch 

Lefl  it  flip  ! 

O  fweet-founding  bugle,  mouth-inflrument  dear  ! 
This  pafl:ime  is  charming  when  bed-time  is  near. 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Drink,  drink  ! 

Hip,  hip  ! 

Catch,  catch  ! 

Keep  watch 

Lefl  it  flip  ! 


X. 

I  enter  a  wine-fliop,  unconfcious  of  blâme  ; 
For  patient  may  furely,  without  feeling  fliame, 
Go  into  the  houfe  of  a  médical  man, 
To  be  cured  if  he  can. 

The  chronic  diforder  I  fuffer  is  thirfl  ; 
But  though  evermore  by  its  prefence  l'ra  curfl, 
Why  fhould  I  abandon,  for  recipes  new, 
The  caroufe  of  my  crew  ? 

In  meeting  your  friends,  when  you  corne  where  they  dweîl, 
They  drink  with  you  kindly,  and  ail  paffes  well  ; 
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Ou  accordés,  qtwy  gu'ilz  /oient  voz  haineux, 
En  beuuant  auec  eux. 

On  diâl  qiûen  beuuant,  fans  excez  toutes  fois. 

On  void  fi  vn  homme  efl  courtois. 
Vilain,  qui  a  des  efcus  enterrés 
N^  a  foin  g  des  altérés. 

Entre  tous  les  vins,  je  voy  d'vn  fort  bon  œil 

Toufiours  celuy  qui  efl  vermeil. 
Comme  on  fe  trouue,  vfer  du  blanc  il  fault 
Quand  le  clairet  deffault. 

Le  vin  pour  Vaffault  !     Mais  du  ponwié  normand 

Je  nhfe  qu^en  me  deffendant  ; 
Ou  bien  f  en  boy,  efpargnant,  fi  je  puis, 
Les  frais  chez  mes  amis. 


XI. 

Cœfar,  des  vaincus  ennemis 
Faifoit  tryomphe  magnijlcque  : 
Moy,  domptant  la  foif  j'ay  promis 
Défaire  vn  tryomphe  bachicquc. 

Porté  fur  vn  baril  vineux, 
Au  lieu  d^vn  martial  caroffe, 
Je  meneray,  viâlorieux, 
Lafoif  ayant  perdu  fa  force. 

Ccfie  foif,  qui  m\i  tant  coiijlé, 
ALaniiera,  baijfant  les  oreilles  ; 
Prez  d\ilc,  d\'n  aultre  coflé. 
Les  potz,  les  verres,  les  bouteilles. 

Les  drôles,  mes  bons  compagnons, 
Qui  m'ont  faiâl  aide  a  la  combat re, 
Auec  ceruelatz  àr'  jambons. 
Marcheront  deuant,  quatre  a  quahi 
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Or  if  you  meet  foemen,  in  drinking,  you  know, 
Angry  thoughts  you  forego. 

They  fay  that  in  drinking, — (in  fobemefs,  mind  !) — 
A  man's  poliflied  manners  are  eafy  to  find. 
A  wretch  who  has  buried  his  crowns  in  the  ground 
Pufhes  no  goblet  round. 

Of  ail  the  good  wines  I  am  ravilhed  to  fee, 
The  rofier  fort  is  the  liquor  for  me. 
But  if  it  fo  chance  that  the  red  is  ail  flown, 
Then  the  white  mufl  go  down. 

Wine,  wine  for  the  charge  !     Norman  cider  I  choofe 
Not,  except  for  defenfive  précaution,  to  ufe  ; 
Or,  perhaps,  at  friends'  tables  I  drink  it,  at  moft, 
To  diminifh  their  cofl. 


XI. 

Grand  triumphs  o'er  foes  whom  he  beat, 
Did  Csefar  vidlorious  raife  : 

Having  vanquifhed  my  thirfl,  it  were  meet 
To  triumph  in  Bacchanals'  ways. 

Borne  high  on  a  jolly  wine-tun. 

In  lieu  of  a  battle-car  brave, 

Behind  me  a  vidlor,  {hall  run 

Thirfl,  captive  in  fetters,  a  flave. 

That  thirfl,  who  my  might  fo  defied, 

Shall  now  pace  with  low-drooping  ear  ; 
Clofe  by,  on  the  oppofite  fide, 

Pots,  bottles,  and  glaffes  appear. 

The  drolls,  boon  companions  of  mine. 

Allies  in  my  fight,  four  and  four, 

Witla  hams  and  with  faufages  fine, 

Shall  gaily  march  onward  before  ; 
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En  chantattt  vmfualenient 
Les  Vaudeidre,  en  la  moemoire 
Du  bon  Denis  tant  excelent, 
Par  qui  f  emporte  la  viâîoire. 

Defpit  ferons  a  Vvfurier, 
Qui,  laijfant  le  panure  a  fa  porte 
Mourir  de  foif  defon  celle r 
Ne  croit  la  ferrure  affes  forte. 

Ainfy  defcendre  ?ious  irojis 
Chez  quelqu^aniy  bien  voloritere, 
Ou  la  foif  mourir  nous  ferons, 
Sans  compter  pour  la  bo7ine  chère. 


XII. 

Noflre  hofle,  s'il  eft  vray  que  vous  f  oit  agréable 
Cefle  trouppe  d'aviis,  qui  font  a  voflre  table, 
Donfiés  710US  du  vieileur  qu\xyes  dans  le  cclier, 
Et  beuués  le  premier. 

Lanare,  qui  craindra,  comme  vn  /an  du  mefjuige. 
Faire  boyre  chez  luy  defon  meileur  brcuuage, 
Lequel  efl  feulement  pour  fa  bouche  ga}'dc, 
C'(fl  vn  amy  fardé. 

Nous  ne  vous  jugeons  tel  :  mais  que  la  bonne  chère 
Soit  du  confentonent  de  voflre  mcfnagcre  ; 
Four  faire  a  vne  femme  vn  hofle  bien  traicler, 
Ll  conuicnt  la  flatcr. 

De  ce  fai^r,  meffieurs,  Je  vous  laife  la  charge. 
Je  vay  de  ce  bon  vin  entendre  au  chariage  : 
On  dift  que  bien  fouucnt  entre  bec  ô^  cueiller 
Il  vient  du  deflourbier. 
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In  mufical  chant  they  fliall  raife 

The  Vaux-de-Vire,  hymning  a  flrain 
Of  good  Dionyfos  in  praife, 

Who  makes  me  the  viélory  gain. 

The  mifer  fliall  quake  in  his  flioes, 

Who  leaves  at  his  gateway  the  poor 
To  periflî  of  thirfl  ;  while  he  fcrews 

His  own  ccllar's  treble-locked  door. 

Thus  on  we  fhall  march  to  fome  friend, 

Whofe  kindnefs  is  far  above  pence  ; 

There  thirfl  to  its  doom  we  fliall  fend, 

And  not  hâve  to  count  the  expenfe  ! 


XII. 

Our  hofl,  if  it  be  true,  that  you  with  pleafure  view 
This  troop  of  friands  who  now  are  corne  to  dine  with  you, 
Let  what  you  from  your  cellar  bring  not  be  the  worfl., 
And  you  drink  firfl. 

The  mifer  who  would  dread,  as  gaming-table's  peft, 
To  give,  in  his  own  houfe,  his  friend  the  wine  that's  befl, 
Which  lie  for  his  own  lips  doth  carefully  intend, 
Is  a  falfe  friend. 

Such,  doubtlefs,  are  not  you  :  yet  I  fliould  like  to  hear 
The  fanélion  of  your  fpoufe  to  this  our  goodly  cheer  ; 
To  make  a  wife  receive  her  lord's  friands  pleafantly, 
Needs  flattery. 

Of  doing  this,  good  Sirs,  I  leave  to  you  the  care. 
For  this  good  wine  I  hafle  the  tranfport  to  prépare  : 
They  fay,  that  oft  it  haps,  between  the  cup  and  lip 
There  is  a  flip. 
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Pourueu  que  aucun  de  vous  fur  le  bras  ne  7ne  touche, 
Je  pourray  feweinefit  le  porter  a  la  bouche. 
Je  croy  bien,  quand  ce  coup  dans  tna  gorge  entrera, 
Que  mafoiffe  rendra. 

Pour  rhojie,  c'ejl  profit  qtUvne  prompte  vî Boire 
On  emporte  fur  elle,  6^  qu^on  ceffe  de  boire  ; 
Mais  fi  d'vn  coup  ou  deux  on  ne  peut  la  dofnpter, 
Il  faut  patienter. 

Mefiletirs,  cofnme  fergeant  de  Bacchus  ie  vous  fomme 
De  vous  def altérer  ;  de  chez  vn  honnefle  homme 
Qui  remporte  la  foif  pour  boire  a  fa  maifon, 
Efl  priué  de  raifon. 


XIII. 

On  a  verfé  cecy,  pour  eflre  beu  : 
Il  faut  Vofier,  de  peur  qu''on  ne  le  Jette. 
Voifin,je  vay  tirer  de  jeu, 
Puifque  nofire  partie  e/l  faille. 

Pour  gaigner  quinze,  il  faut  mettre  deda?is, 
Par  fur  la  la?igue,  6^  noji  par  fus  la  chorde. 
Pour  nous  juger  voicy  des  ge?is 
Lefquelz  nous  mettront  a  concorde. 

Si  je  faifois  encor  trois  pareilz  coups, 
Le  premier  jeu  j^aurois  de  la  partie. 

Tires,  maifitenaiit  c'ejl  a  vous  ; 

Car  ma  foif  elle  efl  amortie. 

J'ay  cjîcor  bifquc  a  prendre  fur  le  jeu  ; 

Mais  f  atte7idray  que  la  foif  encor  vieniie  : 
Quand  le  pot  fera  pnfque  bcu, 
Il  fera  tctiips  que  je  la  prenne. 
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Unlefs  fome  of  you  pull  my  fleeve,  and  fay,  "  Beware  !  " 
In  fafety  to  my  mouth  I  feel  I  could  it  bear. 
And  well  I  wot  that  when  it  down  my  throat  fhall  flow, 
My  thirfl  will  go. 

For  the  hofl,  too,  to  gain  fwift  vidlory  were  befl, 
That  thus  we  ail  might  ceafe,  when  thirfl  was  laid  to  refl.  ; 
But  if  a  draught  or  two  fhould  fail  to  vanquifli  it, 
Then  wait  a  bit. 

As  Bacchus'  bailiff,  Sirs,  I  fummon  ail  of  you 
To  quench  your  thirfl  ;  for  from  the  houfe  of  landlord  true 
To  carry  thirfl  away,  to  drink  at  home  alone, 
Were  mad,  I  ovm. 


XIII. 

This  v>'ine  was  poured  out  for  our  thirfl  : 

We  mufl  take  it,  for  fear  it  be  lofl  : 

My  friend,  I  will  flrike  the  bail  firfl, 

Our  match  is  arranged  with  our  hofl. 

To  fcore  fifteen,  drive  it  well  home, 

And  in  ;  not  half-way,  nor  afide  ; 

Thefe  honefl  byflanders  are  come 

As  umpires,  the  match  to  décide. 

Thrice  making  a  volley  fo  true, 

l'd  \nn  the  fîrfl  game  of  the  fet. 

The  play  is  now  flanding  with  you  ; 

My  thirfl  is  dead,  happily  met. 

The  odds  of  a  bifque  l've  flill  got  ; 

But  wait,  till  my  thirfl  come  again  : 
When  well-nigh  youVe  emptied  the  pot, 

'Twill  be  time  : — till  then,  let  it  remain. 
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XIV. 

Belle,  a  vous  ie  niaddrefjfe, 
Torexia,  raes  amours  ; 
Pour  ma  chère  maijlreffe 
Je  vous  auray  toufiours. 
Qui  r amour  vous  veut  fah-e. 
Ne  s'acquert  des  ialoux, 
Et  fatales  toufiours  boire 
Qui  fréquente  auec  vous. 

Vq/lre  couleur  vermeille 
Me  rend  le  cueur  ioyeux, 
Etfouuent  me  refueille 
Du  dormir  fommeilleux. 
Qua7id  on  a  bource  pleine, 
En  chaffant  fes  enfiuis, 
Auec  vous,  fur  cJwpine, 
On  acquert  des  amis. 

Soûlas  de  nos  miferes, 
Belle  boiffon  fans  eau, 
Les  brouillemeîis  d'' affaires 
Vous  o/les  du  cerueau. 
Bons  beuuetirs  ont  difpenfe  : 
Sergeant  pour  namps  ne  doibt 
Prendre,  par  violence, 
Les  vaiffeaux  ou  Von  boit. 

A  vn  bcuueur  bon  Jiomme 
0/ler  le  gobelet 
EJl  vn  tel  péché,  co7nme 
0/ler  a  l'agnelet 
La  nourice  tétine. 
Laiffes  doncques,  larron, 
La  boite  a  médecine 
Au  pauure  bibcj'on. 
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XIV. 

O  fair  Thorexia, 

To  thee  my  love  I  vow  ; 
No  other  dame  fliall  fway 

My  bofom's  troth  but  thou. 
The  fuitor  who  thee  woos, 

Excites  no  jealoufy, 
And,  while  he  thee  purfues, 

Drinks,  in  thy  company. 

Thy  hues  of  blufliing  red 

My  fpirits  cheerful  make  : 
From  drowfy  fleep  in  bed 

They  often  me  awake. 
If  full  the  purfe  be  feen, 

Drive  forrow  from  the  door  : 
While  drinking  our  chopine, 

We  gain  friends  more  and  more. 

Sweet  folace  of  our  cares, 

Fine  drink,  from  water  free  ! 
From  worrying  affairs 

Our  brain  is  cleared  by  thee. 
Good  drinkers  can  difpenfe 

With  fées  :  no  bailiff  may 
Arrefl  by  violence 

A  drinking-cup  for  pay. 

To  fnatch  his  cup  of  wine 

From  boon  companion  good, 
Were  to  leave  lamb  to  pine 

For  lack  of  niilky  food. 
Then,  thief,  abflain  :  do  not 

To  rob  that  lamb  incline  ; 
Nor  take  from  the  poor  fot 

His  chefl  of  raedicine. 
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Jefcay  vn  moyen  braue 
Pour  garder  que  le  vin 
Ne  fe  coule  en  la  caue. 
Quand  vous  votidrez,  voifni, 
Nous  irons  faire  epreuue 
De  mon  fcauoir  chez  vous. 
Je  vous  pry"  qu'on  n'y  boiue 
Tout  le  meileurfans  nous. 

XV. 

Vous  qui  aymez  mieux  le  fildre  que  le  laifl, 
Grandz  douleurs  au  jeu  de  palet, 
Qui  ne  voulez  jamais,  en  voz  efcotz, 
Laijfer  le  boyre  aux  potz. 

Vous,  gefitilz  cerueaux,  bons  garçons  qui  bcuu'es 
Toufiours  fur  l'argent  que  iouez  ; 
Aux  cabarctz  auecques  peu  d'argent 
Vous  irez  hardiffient. 

De  fildre  a  deuxfolz  le  pot,  il  n'en  efl  plus  ; 
Il  ne  vatilt  mais  qu'vn  carolus  ; 
Et  neantmoins,  prenons  vojlre  repas, 
Ne  vous  enyurcz  pas. 

Vous,  qui  aimes  tant  les  tonneaux  a  vuider, 
Apprenes  a  les  relier  ; 
Car  ce  qui  efl  enclos  dans  les  tonneaux 
Entre  dans  voz  boyaux. 

Les  tonneliers  font  maintenant  bien  requis  ; 
Hz  font  plus  rogues  que  marquis. 
Les  preffouriers,  o  leurs  fabotz  de  bois 
Sont  plus  rogues  que  rois. 

Mais  beuuo7is  a  eux,  &•  faire  les  laiffo7is 

Du  bon  breuuage  aux  bons  garçons  ; 
Et  les  prions  qu'au  marc  ê>"  au  cuueau 
Hz  fie  mettent  de  l'eau. 
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I  know  a  firft-rate  way, 

Neighbour,  to  keep  wine  tight 
In  cellar  :  and,  fome  day, 

We'll  try  if  it  work  right. 
In  your  houfe  let  us  tefl 

If  it  go  pleafantly. 
And  don't  drink  ail  the  befl 

Till  I  be  llanding  by  ! 

XV. 

Ye  who  than  milk  efleem  good  cider  more, 

Great  graduâtes  in  pitch-and-tofs, 
Who  in  the  wine-pots  of  your  tavem  fcore 
Take  care  to  hâve  no  lofs  ; 

Ye,  clever  wits,  boon  comrades,  who  caroufe 

Always  on  money  gained  at  play  ; 
Though  ye  be  fcant  of  funds,  to  pubhc-houfe 
Now  boldly  wend  your  way. 

The  pots  of  cider  at  two  fous  are  pad  ; 
'Tis  worth  a  Carolus  : — no  more. 
Yet,  as  ye  quafif  it,  during  your  repaft, 
Don't  you  get  half-feas-o'er. 

Ye  who  fo  cheerily  drink  out  the  tuns, 

Should  lludy  how  their  hoops  are  bound  ; 
For  ail  their  contents,  ye  capacious  ones  ! 
Will  within  you  be  found. 

The  coopers,  meanwhile,  are  in  high  requeft  ; 

A  Marquis  muft  give  place  to  them. 
The  cider-preffer's  wooden  fhoes  are  bled 
Above  King's  diadem. 

Let's  drink  to  them  ;  and  leavè  them,  after  that, 
To  make,  for  good  lads,  fome  good  juice  ; 
And  beg  they  will,  whether  in  marc,  or  vat, 
No  water  introduce  ! 
o 
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XVI. 

Nous  fonwies  trois  bons  drolles, 
Qui  vetiofis  de  Paris, 
La  boziteille  a  la  main. 
Du  vin  il  n'y  a  plus  ! 
Helas  !  nous  enfotnmes  perdus  ! 

Les  gorges  auons  cuites 
De  foif,  ÔT'  peu  d'argent. 
RempliJ/ez  vijïevient 
JVos  vaiffeaux  o^  fauuez 
Ces  drolles  ô^  les  abrmuez. 

Nous  vous  ferons  de  me/me, 
Quand  vous  viendrez  chez  nous, 
Le  bon  fera  pour  vous. 
Nous  fcauons  bien  comment 
La  foif  eft  vn  afpre  tourment. 

Compagno7ts,  ce  qu'on  donne 
Ne  le  refufons  pas. 
Si  fuffions  advocas, 
Soîiuent  ferions  garir 
Cete  foif  qui  nous  fai^  mowir. 

Je  veux  eflre  a  l'office, 
Si  ie  fers  vn  feigncur, 
Je  prendray  pour  le  cueur, 
M'auiuant  les  efpris, 
Deux  doigtz  du  vin  de  plus  hault  prix. 

XVI L 

Chef  nés,  qui  portaient  le  glan. 
Aux  ccliers  feront,  cejl  afi, 

Pleins  de  bon  breuuage, 

Propre  a  noflre  ifage. 

Ne  foi t  ccfle  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 
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XVI. 

Hère  we,  three  good  droll  fouis, 
From  Paris  corne,  a  band 
With  bottle  in  our  hand. 
But  ail  the  wine's  run  dry  ! 
Good  flars  !  What  mifery  ! 

Our  throats  are  parched  with  thirfl, 
And  we  hâve  got  no  cafh  : — 
Quickly  fome  liquor  dafli 
Into  our  cui^s,  and  quench 
Thefe  droUs'  thirfl  with  a  drench. 

And  when  you  vifit  us, 
We'il  treat  you  in  like  wife, 
And  give  you  wine  you'll  prize. 
Alas  !  Too  well  we  know 
That  thirfl's  a  torture  llow. 

Friends,  what  they  give  to  us, 
Our  need  appropriâtes. 
If  we  were  Advocates, 
We  oft  fliould  cure  the  thirfl 
By  which  we  are  fo  curfed. 

l'd  fain  the  fleward  be, 
If  I  ferved  fome  great  lord  ; 
And  to  myfelf  afford, 
To  keep  my  fpirits  up, 
Of  grandefl  wine  a  cup. 

XVII. 

Oak-trees,  that  acorns  bore, 
This  year  fhall  hold  good  flore 

Of  wine,  to  choofe 

For  our  own  ufe. 

Let  this  year  fee 

The  cellar  free  ! 
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Varletz  boyront  du  tonneau, 
Qui  beuuoient  au  pot  a  eau  : 

La  feruante  fine 

Boyra  fa  chopine. 

Ne  f oit  cejle  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 

Les  drôles  ô^  bojis  garçons 
Feront,  chantans  leurs  chanfons, 

Vn  efcot  honnefle, 

A  fix  blancs  par  te/le. 

Ne  f  oit  cefle  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 

Mais  les  vilains  vfuricrs, 
Qui  ont  tous  pleins  leurs  celiers 

De  vieil  fidre  a  vendre, 

Se  voudroient  bien  pendre. 

Nefoit  cefle  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 

Lis  font  toufiours  en  péché. 
Quand  le  peuple  a  bo?i  jfiarché 

Peut  auoirfa  vie, 

Llz  meurent  d'eniiie. 

Nefoit  cefk  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 

Or,  beuuons,  mais  fans  excès, 
Et  accordons  noz  procès. 
Voicy,  ce  me  femble. 

Les  voifns  enfemble  l 

Ne  f  oit  cefle  année 

La  caue  fermée  ! 
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Varlets  hâve  hogniead  got 
To  drink,  for  water-pot  : 

The  fair  maid's  hp 

Chopine  (hall  fip. 

Let  this  year  fee 

The  cellar  free  ! 

The  droUs,  and  comrades  brave, 
UpHfting  vocal  flave, 

Shall  fcore,  till  each 

A  penny  reach. 

Let  this  year  fee 

The  cellar  free  ! 

But  mifers  vile,  who  hold 
Great  flocks  of  cider  old 

Kept  back  to  fell, 

Curfe  their  fate  well. 

Let  this  year  fee 

The  cellar  free  ! 

They  always  grind  the  poor. 

If  plenty's  at  the  door, 
Their  fchemes  are  rife 
To  take  folks'  life. 
Let  this  year  fee 
The  cellar  free  ! 

Let's  drink,  then,  foberly, 
And  lay  our  law-fuits  by. 

As  neighbours,  meet, 

Each  other  greet  ; — 

Let  this  year  fee 

The  cellar  free  ! 
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XVIII. 

Voicy  mon  nauire  qui  nage  : 
Et  vient  a  ce  Jiaure  aborder. 
Et  vient  a  ce  haure  aborder. 
Je  luy  donne  toufiours fa  charge 
De  bon  vin  fi  fen  puis  tjvuuer. 
De  bon  vin,  fi  fen  puis  trouuer. 

Les  bons  garçons  de  ce  riuage 
M'attendoient,  pour  leur  en  donner , 
M'attendoie?it,  pour  leur  en  donner  ; 
ALais  par  les  piUardz  6^  V orage. 
Las  !  fay  tout  perdu  fur  la  vier. 
Las  f  fay  tout  perdu  fur  la  vicr. 

Sur  la  mer,  fubieâî  a  naïf  rage, 
Te  ne  me  veux  plus  hazarder  : 
Je  ne  me  veux  plus  hazarder  : 
Des  taulpcs  deffus  P héritage 
Jayme  mieux  boire  e^'  me  loger. 
J'ayme  mieux  boire  &^  me  loger. 

Donnes,  pour  le  metti-e  en  courage, 
A  boyre  au  pauure  marinier  : 
A  boyre  au  pauure  marinier  : 
Les  compagnons  du  nauigage. 
Ne  les  Tueillcs  pas  oublier  ! 
Ne  les  vucillcs  pas  oublier  ! 

Voicy  mo)i  nauire  qui  nage  : 
Il  vient' a  ce  haure  aborder. 
Il  vient  a  ce  haure  aborder. 
Je  lui  donne  toifiours  fa  charge 
De  bon.  vin,  fi  fen  puis  trouuer. 
Dr  bon  vin.  fi  fen  puis  trouuer. 
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XVIII. 

My  fliip  cornes  floating  o'er  the  brine, 

Brought  to  this  haven  by  the  wind. 

Brought  to  this  haven  by  the  wind. 
I  ahvays  freight  it  with  good  wine, 

When  I  fuch  welcome  drink  can  find. 

When  I  fuch  welcome  drink  can  find. 

The  boon  companions  of  this  land 

Waited,  to  hâve  fome  wine  from  me  ; 

Waited,  to  hâve  fome  wine  from  me  ; 
But  pirates,  and  florm-beaten  flrand, 

Hâve  wrecked  my  ail  upon  the  fea. 

Hâve  wrecked  my  ail  upon  the  fea. 

Shipwreck's  fo  rife  upon  the  main, 

I  will  no  more  approach  its  brink  : 
I  will  no  more  approach  its  brink  : 

While  yet  above  the  moles'  domain, 
l'd  rather  hâve  a  houfe,  and  drink. 
l'd  rather  hâve  a  houfe,  and  drink. 

Give  the  poor  failor,  to  reflore 

His  courage,  means  to  drink  your  health 

His  courage,  means  to  drink  your  health 
His  meffmates,  alfo,  I  implore, 

Remember  kindly  in  your  wealth. 

Remember  kindly  in  your  wealth. 

My  fhip  comes  floating  o'er  the  brine, 

Brought  to  this  haven  by  the  wind. 

Brought  to  this  haven  by  the  wind. 
I  always  freight  it  with  good  wine, 

When  I  fuch  welcome  drink  can  find. 

When  I  fuch  welcome  drink  can  find. 
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XIX. 

Je  vay  boire  aux  gentih  pommiers, 
Qui  ontfaiâi  mettre  afix  deniers 
Le  pot  de  fddre,  cejle  année, 
Dont  la  foif  fera  ruinée. 

Les  fidres,  a  peine  parez, 
On  faiâl  boire  aux  gens  altérez, 
Et  n^euffent  Hz  denier  ny  maille, 
Pour  remplir  bientojl  la  fujlaille. 

L^  boiffeau  de  fruift  excelent 
Ne  vaut  que  fi x  blancs  feuletnent  : 
Des  poires,  on  n^eji  fcait  que  faire. 
Qui  mettra  donc  Peau  dans  le  boire  1 

0?i  releue  les  tonneaux  vieux, 
0?i  y  met  des  cercles  tout  neifz  ; 
On  n^ oit  plus  rien  que  reliages, 
Chacufi  entend  aux  prefibîirages. 

En  donnant  vn  vuidc  tonneau, 
Vn  ajiltre  de  fidre  noîiueau 
On  vous  emplira,  fans  coufiage. 

Bon  temps  efi  reuenu  ;  courage  1 

Courage  !  droites,  boris  garçons  ! 
Encor  on  dira  voz  c/ianfons  ; 
Encor feront,  pojir  faire  rire, 
En  bon  crédit  les  Vau  de  Vire. 

Dan  mil  fix  cens  douze,  un  garçon. 
Bon  pref/'uricr,  fifl  la  chanfon, 
A  qui  tous  ceux  du  voifinage 
Vcnoient  fur  la  me  faire  homnuigc. 
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XIX. 

I  will  drink  the  good  apple-trees'  health  ! 
For  this  year  they  will  yield  cider-wealth 
At  a  pot  for  fix  farthings  ;  whereby 
Thirll  will  furely  be  ruined,  and  die. 

The  new  ciders,  though  hardly  yet  clear, 
They  beflow  on  the  thidly  folks  near, 
(And  yet  never  a  farthing  will  afl<  !) 
To  fill  quickly  the  home  cider-cafk. 

They  will  get  but  a  penny,  to  fell 
A  whole  bufliel  of  fruit  ripened  well, 
And  they  cannot  get  rid  of  the  pears. 
Therefore  who  to  mix  water  now  cares  ? 

They  repair  the  old  cafks,  tight  and  true, 
And  re-bind  them  with  hoops  that  are  new  ; 
We  hear  nothing  but  hogfheads  new-bound, 
And  the  cider-mills  preffing  around. 

If  you'll  give  them  but  one  empty  cafk, 
They  will  fiU  you  another,  and  afk 
Nothing  more  ;  fo  good  times,  never  fear, 
Hâve  corne  back.     Biefs  the  plentiful  year  ! 

Then  rejoice,  merry  comrades  ail  round  ! 
For  again  fliall  your  mélodies  found  ; 
And  again,  as  gay  chorus  ye  fmg, 
Shall  the  famé  of  your  Vaux-de-Vire  ring. 

Sixteen  hundred  and  twelve  was  the  time 
When  a  good  cider-lad  made  this  rhyme  : 
AU  the  neighbours,  their  homage  to  pay, 
Came  to  vifit  him  tlironed  on  the  may  ! 
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XX. 

Je  ne  voy  fi  volontiers 
Les  boutiques  des  grojfiers, 
Comme  fayme  en  chaque  rue 
Les  boîichons  des  tauerniers. 
Belle  hyer7-e^  que  je  fuis 

Joyeux,  quand  fna  veue 
Regarde  en  tant  de  logis 

Ta  h-anche  pendue  !   ■ 

L'/iyerre,  âejl  en  tous  lieux 
Uarbrijfeau  que  fayme  mieux 
Il  in  ejifeigtie  ou  je  doy  boire, 
Qua?idj'ay  argent,  fi-  je  veux. 
Il  faut  argent  ;  car  crédit 

On  ne  trouue  guère, 
Si  on  n^efl  bien  fauorit 

De  la  tauerniere. 

Ne  me  parles  fmlement 
D'aller  jouer  mon  argent. 
Ou,  eflant  encor  en  vie. 
D'en  baflir  mon  monument. 
J'en  veux  baflir  mafantè. 

Qui  efl  amoindrie, 
Quand  de  peu  boire,  eti  e/lé, 

Ma  gorge  s" ennuyé. 

Vn  eflat  dontjefay  cas, 
Oefl  celuy  des  aduocatz. 
Souucnt  0  eux  j'allois  bûyre, 
Eflant  clerc,  portant  leurs  fis. 
Le  client  leur  co?ifultoit 

Ain  fi  fa  matière 
Et,  en  beuuant,  on  mettoit 

Sa  cauj'c  en  nioemoire. 
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XX. 

Not  fo  lovingly  I  bail 

Shops  where  goods  are  fet  for  fale, 

As,  in  flreets,  I  fee  the  fine 
Bufh  from  countlefs  taverns  trail. 
Beauteous  ivy  !     How  my  lieart 

Leaps  with  joy,  when  branch  of  thine 
I  behold,  in  ev'ry  part, 

GracefuUy  its  garland  twine  ! 

In  the  ivy-bufla  I  trace 

Plant  of  moft  confummate  grâce  : 

Showing  me  where  I  may  fill 
Goblets  in  a  fitting  place. 
But  one  mufl  hâve  cafh  :  for  wine 

Finds  fcant  crédit  in  the  bill, 
Should  the  hoflefs  not  incline 

To  view  one  Avith  warm  good-will. 

Tempt  me  not  with  cent,  per  cent. 
Got  by  gambling  management  ; 

Nor  perfuàde  me,  wliile  alive, 
To  build  up  my  monument. 
To  build  up  my  weakened  health, 

I  with  wifer  aim  would  (Irive  ; 
^Veakened,  when  fmall  drinking-wealth 

To  my  thirfl  hot  fummers  give. 

Very  highly  the  eflate 
I  efleem  of  Advocate. 

Oft  with  fuch  I  ufed  to  fwill, 
Bearing  bags,  a  clerk  fedate. 
In  that  guife,  upon  the  laws 

Clients  w^ould  confult  them  flill  ; 
And  with  merits  of  the  caufe 

Thev  thcir  memories  would  till. 
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Je  vous  diray  le  garçon 
Qui  a  faiû  cejle  chanfon, 
Quand  toute  la  compaignie 
Aura  vuidéfon  guichon. 
Ce  fut  îin  fergeant,  n^aymant 

Mal  ny  tricherie, 
Non  plus  qu^vn  vieil  loup  /aillant 

Dans  la  bergerie. 

XXI. 

Douces  chanfons,  a  tort  on  vous  blafonne  ; 
Beaux  airs  pour  boyre,  a  qui  faites  vous  mal  ? 
En  collaudant  vn  breuuage  loyal, 
On  ne  faiôî  tort  ni  dommage  a  perfonne. 

Far  vous,  lafoifde  la  bouche  fe  tire, 
Et  d^un  grand  mal  on  fe  va  deliurant, 
Pourueu  qu'on  ait  breuuage  a  Vaduenant. 
Coufle  t  il  moins  a  rechigner  qu'a  rire  ? 

Mon  go  fier  efl  comme  pierre  de  ponce  : 
Il  efiplusfec  que  Paire  d'un  four  chault. 
Goufle,  gofier,  fi  c'efi  ce  qu'il  te  faut 
Que  ce  breuuage,  ô^  m'en  don?ie  refp&nce. 

O  le  grand  boire  !  o  la  liqueur  friande, 
Qui,  me  flatant,  coulle  fi  doucement  ! 
Voifin,  prenez  ce  rafraichiffettieyit. 
Et  le  vuides,  de  peur  qu'il  ne  s'efpande. 

XXII. 

Vous  qui  dans  voz  gofier  s 
N'aymez  la  fcchcreffe, 
Et  chez  les  taucrnicrs 
Paffez  voftre  ieuneffe. 
Il  faut  que  ic  vous  laijfe  : 
J'y  ay  bcu  fi  fouuent 
Que  ie  Ji'ay  plus  d'argent. 
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I  will  tell  you,  before  long, 
Who  it  was  that  made  this  fong, 

When  the  prefent  company 
Shall  hâve  drained  their  flagons  flrong. 
'Twas  a  bailiff,  loving  things 

Tinged  with  fraud  or  trickery, 
No  more  than  old  wolf,  who  fprings 

Into  (heep-fold  flealthily  ! 

XXI. 

Sweet  fongs,  which  fome  erroneoufly  blâme  ; 

Soft  drinking  airs,  whom  is  it  that  ye  harm  ? 
There  is  no  wrong  to  any  one,  no  fhame, 

In  fmging  praifes  of  good  liquor's  charm. 

By  you,  the  thirfling  mouth  is  well  relieved. 

And  from  a  great  difcomfort  we're  fet  free, 

If  but  fome  fitting  draught  can  be  received. 

Can  fcowls  than  fmiles  more  profitable  be  ? 

My  throat  is  like  a  porous  pumice-flone  : 

And  than  a  heated  oven's  air  more  dry. 

Tafle,  throat,  and  fee  if  it  be  not  alone 

This  drink  you  want,  and  give  me  a  reply. 

O  the  great  drink  !     O  the  delicious  draught  ! 

Which,  gently  foothing,  flows  fo  fweetly  down 
Neighbour,  by  you  be  this  refrefhment  quaffed, 

And  drain  it  dry,  before  its  flrength  be  flown. 

XXII. 

Ye  who  in  your  throats  abhor 

Sentiments  of  thirftinefs, 

And  within  the  tavern-door 

Pafs  your  time  of  youthfulnefs, 
I  mufl  quit  your  pleafant  mefs  ; 

There  l've  drunk  fo  long  and  fifl, 

That  my  funds  no  longer  Ial\. 
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J'e/lois  toufcoun  premier 
A  tirer  a  la  bource. 
Pour  les  efcotz  payer 
Trop  libéral  ;  à;^  pour  ce 
Afefaut  boire  a  la  fource  ; 
Car,  n'ayant  plus  de  guoy, 
Aucun  ne  paye  pour  moy. 

Donc,  breuuage  excelcnt, 
Faut  il  que  Je  te  quiâîe 
Pour  rHauoir  plus  d'argent  ; 
Que  les  drôles  j'euite, 
Et  les  brutes  j'imite, 
Bemiant  comme  vn  chcual, 
l'eau  qui  me  faiêî  du  mal  i 

Mettrai  ie  plus  le  nez 
Et  ma  bouche  altérée 
Efi  ces  verres,  comblés 
De  liqueur  qui  m'aggréc  1 
Et  ma  botirce  vuidéc 
M' aura-t-elle  réduit 
A  n'auoir  plus  crédit  1 

Puifque  encor  ie  te  tiens, 
O  bomie  quititeffence. 
J'en  vay  laucr  mes  dens 
Et  boire  a  raffljlence  ; 
Puis,  fi  je  n'ay  puifi'ancc 
De  payer  tout  l'efcot, 
QuiHes  moy  pour  fnon  pot  ! 


XXIII. 

Bon  boire,  on  ne  peut  te  louer  dignement. 
Tu  m'as  qflé  du  grand  tourment 
De  Vejlude,  que  tu  ??ias  faiâî  quifltr 
Affin  de  faccojlcr. 
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I  was  always  foremoft  found 

To  draw  forth  my  purfe,  and  pay 

For  the  company  ail  round, 

With  too  generous  difplay  : 
Hence  mufl  water  now  allay 

My  own  thirfl  ;  for  when  l'm  poor, 

No  one  cornes  to  clear  my  fcore. 

Mufl  I  then,  O  liquor  brave, 

Therefore  leave  this  happy  date, 

Since  I  no  more  money  hâve  ? 

Boon  companions  abrogate, 
And  the  brute-beafls  imitate, 

Drinking,  as  a  horfe  would  do, 

Water  that  deflroys  me  fo  ? 

Shall  I  never  put  my  nofe 

And  thefe  thirfling  lips  of  mine 
In  thofe  glaffes,  wherein  flows  . 

That  Elixir  Vifce,  wine  ? 

Does  my  purfe  fo  fadly  dwine, 
That  l'm  left  the  hopelefs  tafk 
AU  in  vain  for  loans  to  afk  ? 

Then,  fince  in  my  hands  I  fway 

Thee, — (quinteffence,  O  how  good  !), 
ru  jufl  wafh  my  teeth,  and  fay, 

"  Health  to  ail  this  brotherhood  ! 

"  If  my  poverty  élude 
"  Means  to  pay  the  total  fcore, 
"  Pardon  me  this  one  pot  more  !  " 


XXIII. 

Good  drink,  I  can  never  thy  kindnefs  repay, 

Who  me  from  the  plague  of  my  fludy  didft  free. 
And  pleafantly  indicate  which  was  the  way 
Of  meeting  with  thee. 
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Car,  pour  ma  fantè  te  prenant,  iefay  mieux 
Qu'en  lifant  vn  codde  ennuyeux  ; 
Et  fayme  mieux  aux  bons  boires  fans  eau 
Aplicquer  mon  cerueau. 

O I  que  de  bon  cueur  mes  Hures  harderois 
Pour  les  efcotz  ou  tu  ferais. 
Gentil  breuuage  !  Ah  !  tu  m^es  trop  amy. 
Pour  te  boyre  a  demy  ! 

Donc,  vuidant  cecy,  fans  cojnmettre  un  deffault, 
J'en  livre  a  mon  voifm  Vafjfault. 
Ne  craignez  poinêl,  voifin  :  ce  combat  mien 
N'efl  que  pour  voftre  bien. 

Car,  de  ce  duel  fi  vous  fuyuez  la  loy, 
Et  beuuez  ainfi  conwie  moy. 
Quand  vous  aurés  ce  breuuage  auallé, 
Vous  fer  es  confolè. 


XXIV. 

O  gentil  joly  vin  clairet, 
Qui  fers  aux  vieilles  gens  de  laid. 
Tu  fois  bien  venu  !  Je  defire 
Que  chez  moy  tu  prennes  logis. 
Comme  vn  de  tes  meileurs  amis. 
Et  la  1-aifon  ie  fen  vay  dire  : 

C^efi  pour  mon  grand  mal  appaifcr. 
La  nuiâî,je  ne  puis  rcpofer, 
Tant  la  cholicquc  me  tourmente  ! 
Oti  77i^a  din,  félon  Galicn, 
Qu'on  peut  garir,  par  ion  moyen, 
Vne  douleur  tant  vchcmcnte. 

Je  veux  7 fer  de  ta  bonté. 
Sans  aller  eercher  ma  faute 


SONGS  OF  THE  VAU  DE  VIRE.  209 

Thy  Company  better  for  health  I  hâve  found, 

Than  o'er  dreary  (latutes  my  eye-fight  to  flrain  ; 
I  fee  that  a  waterlefs  beverage  found 
Suits  better  my  brain. 

How  willingly  would  I  my  law-reports  burn, 

For  thofe  jolly  reck'nings  where  thou  doft.  appear  ; 
Fair  beverage  !     Never  from  thee  would  I  turn 
Half-drunk  : — never  fear  ! 

I  empty  this  pot,  no  defaulter  in  wine, 

And  then  challenge  boldly  my  neighbour  to  quaff. 
Fear  not,  my  good  neighbour  :   this  duel  of  mine 
Will  but  make  you  laugh. 

For  if  you  will  notice  the  rules  of  this  fight, 

And  follow  precifely  the  method  Fve  done, 
When  you  rtiall  hâve  fwallowed  this  liquor  downright, 
You'U  think  it  fuch  fun  ! 


XXIV. 

O  lovely  wine,  in  hue  a  rofe, 

Whofe  flream  like  milk  to  old  folks  flows, 

AU  hail  to  you  !     I  think  it  well 

That  in  my  houfe  you  make  your  home  ; 

To  friend  of  your  befl  friends  you  come. 
The  reafon  I  will  briefly  tell, 

Namely,  my  anguifli  to  appeafe. 

At  night,  I  get  no  fleep  nor  eafe, 

The  colic  does  me  fo  torment  ! 

But  Galen  fays,  (as  told  to  me), 
Your  anodyne  can  fet  me  free 

From  fufferings  fo  véhément. 

Your  charity,  I  think  were  befl, 
Without  recourfe  to  chemifL's  cheft. 
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A71X  boetes  des  apoticaires. 
Letcrs  drogues  coujlcnt  trop  d'argent, 
Je  ne  veux  plus  que  toy,  vrayement, 
Pour  tne  feruir  en  mes  affaires. 

Jefcay  comme  il  en  faut  vfer, 
Sobrement,  fans  en  abufer. 
Que  raifoîi  nefoitperuertie. 
Ma  fe?n7ne  aggrera  volontiers 
Qu^elle  &=  moy  en  ayons  vn  tiers, 
Tous  lesfoif's,  auec  la  roflie. 

Si  mefchet  ailleurs  d'en  gonfler. 
Je  71'iray  pas  luy  raconter. 
Elle  me  diroit  en  cholere  : 
"  Tu  as  tant  d'enffans  a  nourrir  ! 
"  Les  veux  tu,  prodigue,  appourir 
''^  A  ne  ceffer  jamais  de  boire  1  " 

T auare  femme  f on  mary 

Rend  fouuent  bien  trifle  &=  mary. 

Et  en  a  de  mauuaifes  heures. 

Mais  changeons  de  deuis  :  bon  vin, 

Verfé  on  ne  fa  pas,  afin 

Qu'au  verre  toufiours  tu  demeures  ! 

Je  pren  donc  ce  qji'ofi  m'a  dotiné. 
Perfonne  ne  f oit  eflotinè. 
Si  tout  d'une  fois  Je  le  vuide  ; 
Car,  fay,  pour  boire,  affcz  chanté. 
Sus  !  voifin,  a  l'oflre  fanté  ! 
Viue  vn  gofier  toufiours  humide  / 

XXV. 

Marefchal,  qui  le  rouge  fer 

B a-bas  fur  l'enclume  en  ta  forge, 

A  force  de  batre  &=  chauffer. 

Te  prend  poinH  lafoifa  la  gorge  ? 
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To  renovate  my  (hattered  date. 

Their  coflly  drugs  are  far  too  dear  ; 

I  want  to  hâve  you  only  hère, 
In  bufinefs  to  co-operate. 

Your  virtues  I  know  how  to  ufe, 

In  fobernefs,  without  abufe, 

That  reafon's  pow'rs  be  never  lofl. 

My  wife  will  be  quite  fatisfied 
That  (lie  and  I  a  quart  divide, 

Each  ev'ning,  as  we  take  our  toafl. 

Should  I  by  chance  tafle  you  elfewhere, 
I  fliould  not  mention  it  to  her. 
She  would  with  indignation  cry  ; — 

"  You  hâve  fo  many  babes  to  feed  ! 

"  You  prodigal,  would  you  in  need 
"  Leave  them,  nor  ceafe  your  revelry  ?  " 

A  mifer  wife  oft  makes  her  lord 

Feel  both  afhamed  and  greatly  bored, 

And  hours  of  much  difcomfort  pafs. 

But  change  we  fuch  ungrateful  lay  : — 
Good  wine,  you  were  not  meant  to  flay, 

Poured  out,  for  ever  in  the  glafs  ! 

I  take,  then,  what  they've  given  to  me. 

And  don't  you  be  furprifed  to  fee 

It  drained  at  one  good  pull  with  glee  ; 

l've  fung  enough  to  earn  my  draught. 

To  your  health,  neighbour,  be  it  quaffed 
Long  live  the  throat  from  dr}^nefs  free  ! 

XXV. 

Blackfmith,  as  you  beat,  beat, 

In  the  forge,  the  iron  hot, 
By  the  dint  of  blows  and  heat, 

Thirfl  nigh  chokes  you,  does  it  not  ? 
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Je  fuis  ton  valet,  fi  tu  veux 
Faire,  après  chacun  martelage. 
Que  nous  beuuons  vn  coup  ou  deux, 
Four  710US  rafrefchir  V hyfophage. 

F>^un  panure  valet  qui  ?i^a  beu 
L'enclume  n'efi  poinâî  bien  batue  : 
A  fuer  ainfi  prez  le  feic. 
De  foif  vne  gorge  efi  perdue. 

Toufiours,  s'il  f ne  faut  trauiller. 
De  fort  grand  matin  Je  m'ejueille. 
Et  fcay  auffi  bien  afoufler 
Au  charbon,  co7nme  a  la  bouteille. 

Donc,  de  la  foif  me  garderes. 

Et  auec  vous  je  veux  bien  eflre. 

Ça  le  vin  du  marché  beuues  t 

Le  breuage  efl  bon  ;  a  vous,  mai/Ire  ! 

XXVI. 

Gentil  forgeur,  au  vif  âge  noircy, 
Sur  ce  fer  chauld  qui  ailes  martelant, 
Vous  faut  il  poinB  vn  compagnon  icy, 
Qui  foufle  bien,  c>'  qui  c/î  bon  battant. 
Et  quifcait  bicîi  boire  d'autant  1 

En  noflre  accord  vn  article  mcttray. 
Si  vous  voules  qu'auecque  vous  ie fois  : 
Chaque  efchaudée  ou  je  trauaillcray 
Au  gros  marteau,  vous  me  f  ères  courtois 
Et  me  f  ères  boire  v  ne  fois. 

J'efitendz  que  foi  t  de  quelque  bon  pommé, 
Et  7ion  de  vin,  qui  coujle  trop  d'argetit, 
Et  je  ne  fuis  aîi  vin  accouflumé. 
Vous  me  voires,  7>iabb?ruant  bien  fouue/it, 
En  la  fo7ge  fort  diligent. 
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l'm  your  fervant,  if  you  think 

That  a  cup  or  twain  for  us, 
At  each  hammering,  to  drink, 

Would  refrefli  th'  œfophagus. 

He  mufl  anvil  feebly  beat, 

Who  ne'er  drinks  to  cool  his  thirfl  : 
Ever  fweating  in  fuch  beat, 

A  poor  throat  mufl  be  accurfl. 

Ahvays,  when  to  work  I  go, 

With  funrife  begins  my  tafk  ; 
And  as  ardently  I  blow 

At  the  fire  as  at  the  flalk. 

* 

You  will  keep  ail  thirfl  from  me, 

And  your  favour  I  would  win. 

Your  health,  Mafter  !     We  agrée. 

'Tis  good  wine  I  drink  it  in  ! 


XXVI. 

Honell  blackfmith,  fwart  of  face, 
Forging  iron  ail  a-glow, 

Canfl  thou  give  a  workman  place, 

Who  can  deftly  flrike,  and  blow, 
And  drink  well  of  goblet's  flow  ? 

In  our  contra<fl,  I  infifl 

One  condition  Ihall  apply  : 

Ev'ry  time  that  I  affift 

At  the  great  forge,  courtefy 
Shall  invite  me  drink  to  try. 

It  mufl,  be  fome  cider  fine, 

Not  wine,  which  entails  expenfe. 

And  l'm  not  inured  to  wine. 

Sec,  if  l'm  oft  fprinkled  thcncc, 
How  l'U  forire  with  diliirencc. 
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Si  je  ne  boy,  je  ne  puis  trauailler  ; 
Car  j^ay  vn  mal:  la  foif fouuent  viajfault. 
Et  âejl  pitié  que  d^un  panure  gofier 
D'un  compagnon  altéré,  qui  a  chauld, 
Et  n'a  le  remède  quHl  fault. 

Or,  vousferés  de  moy  bien  fatisfaiâl 
Par  ce  tnoyen  ;  maijlre,  je  boy  a  vous. 
Voicy  le  vin  de  nojlre  marché  faiêî. 
Ce  fildre  ejl  bon  :  mais  ne  foy es  jaloux 
De  la  matyireffe  ny  de  nous. 

Ay  je  pas  bien  foujîé  potir  vne  fois  ? 
Il  m'eji  entré  dans  la  gorge  vn  charbon. 
Et  a  Pejlaindre,  en  bcuuant,  je  taf chois. 
Failles  ainfy  pour  dire  :  Lariron  ! 
Viue  le  gentil  forgeron  ! 

XXVII. 

Tous  ces  vers  biberons  ie  veux  defaduouer, 
Aduortons  que  j'ay  faidz  en  ma  jeune  allegrejfe, 
Quoy  que  ie  n'cuJJ'e  lors  vne  hmneur  beuuereffe  : 
Mais  on  fain  fouuent  mal,  ne  penfcant  que  jouer. 

Je  crains  que  quelques  vns  ne  vueillent  en  vfer 
Pour  feruir  de  prétexte  a  leur  gotir mande  vie. 
Ces  vers  tie  pécheront,  mais  bien  Vyurongncrie  : 
Car  de  toute  aut?-e  chofe  on  peut  bien  abufer. 

Je  rétracte  pourtant  les  chanfons  qui  feront 
Scandale  aux  fcrupulcux,  ô^  veux  que  fans  les  dire 
Vfi  chacun  les  ccnfure  ô^  bannifj'e  de  Vire, 
Blafmant  aucc  Pautheur  ceux  qui  les  chanteront. 

Moy  }iiji)ie  j\'n  ay  honte  aucc  vn  repentir. 
Je  voudrois  que  jamais  elles  n''euf) eut  pris  vie  ; 
Mais  elles  ont  dcia  pris  cours  en  la  patrie, 
Qui,  malgré  moy,  les  chante  ;  ô^  me  faut  le  patir. 
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I  can't  work,  if  I  drink  not  ; 

One  misfortune's  mine  : — 'tis  thirfl. 
If  poor  fellow's  throat  be  hot, 

And  with  lack  of  drink  he's  curfl, 

'Tis  of  miferies  the  worfl. 

Thus,  your  praife  fliall  aye  be  mine  ; 

Mafler,  thus  I  drink  to  thee  ! 
'Tis  our  forefaid  contracl-wine, 

Cider  good.      Don't  jealous  be 

Eitlier  of  thy  wife,  or  me. 

Hâve  I  not,  for  once,  well  blown  ? 

In  my  throat  a  cinder  fluck. 

And  I  drank  to  cool  it  down  ; 

Do  the  famé,  and  fing,  for  luck  ; — 
"  Long  be  fuch  good  forging  (Iruck  !  " 


XXVI I. 

Ail  thefe  drinking-fongs  I  would  gladly  difown, 
Imperfe6l  attempts  of  my  frohcfome  youth  ; 
When  I  wasn't  addicled  to  drinking,  in  footli, 

Yet  mifchief  may  oft,  though  in  jefling,  be  done. 

I  fear  lefl  by  fome  they  perhaps  may  be  ufed 
As  covers  for  veiling  their  epicure  way. 
Thefe  verfcs  won't  fin  ;  the  debauchery  may  ; 

As  ail  other  things  may  be  groffly  abufed. 

Such  fongs  I  retraél  as  may  poffibly  bring 

To  fqueamifli  minds,  fcandal,  offending  the  ear  : 
Let  ail  men  revile  them,  and  banifli  from  Vire, 

And  blâme  him  who  wrote  them,  and  thofe  who  may  fmg. 

Myfelf  am  afliamcd  of  them  ;  vow  I  repcnt  ; 

And  wifli  that  they  never  had  corne  into  life  ; 

But  now  o"er  the  whole  of  the  country  they're  riie, 
'Spite  of  me  they  are  fung  ;  and  I  mull  confent. 
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Je  ne  laijferay  pas  a  hanter  mes  amis. 
Sans  faire  toutes  fois  excez  fur  le  breuuage, 
Contre  le  mauuais  temps  leur  donnant  bon  courage, 
Et  en  le  fouhaittant  tel  qu'il  efloit  jadis. 

Je  vay  boire  d' autant  pour  finir  ces  chanfons, 
Lef quelles  ne  font  pas  au  gré  de  tout  le  monde  ; 
Mais  quel  dommage  en  ha  tout  homme  qui  en  gronde, 
Si,  fans  haine  à^  fans  mal,  nous  nous  refiouiffons  7 
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My  meetings  with  friends  I  will  never  give  o'er, 

Though  never  committing  excefs  ;  in  my  rhymes 
Exhorting  my  comrades  to  bear  evil  times, 

And  praying  for  days  like  the  brave  ones  of  yore. 

To  finifh  thefe  fongs,  l'il  now  heartily  quaff, 

Though  not  with  ail  tafles  they  go  pleafantly  down  ; 
But  how  do  they  injure  the  cenfors  who  frown, 

If  we  in  pure  innocence  merrily  laugh  ? 


CHANSONS    DU    VAU    DE   VIRE 

DU   MS.    POLINIÈRE. 


Sifouue7jt  en  tios  repas, 

A  la  façon  ancienne 

De  nos  pères  gros  cs^  gras, 

Nous  chantons,  chafcun  la  fienne, 

C'ejl  pour  chaffer  lefoucy 

Qui  nous  peut  domier  ennuy. 

Celuy  qui  n^a  le  cerneau 

Capable  de  Varmonie, 

N'e/l  gîi'vne  te/le  de  veau 

Remply  de  mélancolie  : 

Vn  homme  ne  chantant  poinB, 

Cejl  coînme  vn  qui  il'en  a  poincî. 

Celuy  qui  ayme  a  chanter. 
En  beuant,  le  Vaudcuire, 
Ne  s'amuze  a  detraâïer 
De  fou  voifin  ny  d'en  rire  ; 
Mais  bien  heureux  &>  contc?it 
Samufe  a  boire  d'autant. 

Ces  beaux  efpritz,  doux  chantans, 
Pendant  que  l'on  difne  ou  foupe, 
ATc  font  fouucnir  des  chants 
Dont  l'on  dit  des  dieux  la  tivupe, 
Parmy  leur  neHar  vineux, 
Se  rcpaijlre  dans  les  deux. 
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FROM    THE    POLINIÈRE    MS. 


If  we  oft,  with  feflal  cheer, 

Like  our  burly  fires  of  old, 

Sing  each  one  his  Vau-de-Vire, 

Such  as  thofe  great  heroes  troUed, 

'Tis  to  drive  duU  care  away, 

Lefl  it  damp  our  fpirits  gay. 

He  whofe  brain  was  never  bred 
To  enjoy  fweet  harmony, 

Is  no  better  than  calfs  head 
Teeming  with  melancholy  : 

He  who  never  fings  his  part, 

Has  no  harmony  of  heart. 

He  who  takes  dehght  to  fing, 

While  he  drinks,  the  Vau-de-Vire, 

Finds  no  joy  in  flandering 

Friend  or  neighbour,  nor  in  fneer  ; 

But  rejoices  in  content, 

And  in  jocund  merriment. 

Such  glad  fouis,  their  carols  fweet 
Chanting  while  we  fup  or  dine, 

Seem  with  thofe  clear  notes  replète 
Which,  'tis  faid,  with  neclar-wine, 

In  celeflial  abodes, 

Feafl  affemblies  of  the  gods. 
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Imitons  donc  gayement 
Cejle  mufique  celle/le, 
Et  chantons  enfemblement 
Quelque  Vaudeuire  honnejle. 
Sans  contrefaire  le  fin, 
Chafcun  boiue  a  fon  voifin. 


IL 


Tu  fois  le  bien  venu, 
O  fidre  deleâîable  1 
Tu  vaux  pour  eflre  beu. 
Vn  preff ourler  notable 
Ta  façonné.     Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouriers  ! 

Vn  preffourier  vrayment 
Efl  bien  plus  qu^on  ne  penfe. 
C'efl  comme  vn  prefident  ; 
Quand  le  marc  il  agence, 
Ce/l  le  premier.     Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouriers  / 

Quand  le  marc  efl  affis, 
Preffouriers  vont  repaiflre. 
Et  difner,  au  logis, 
A  la  table  du  maiflre. 
Il  fatit  du  rofl.     Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouric7-s  ! 

les  grans  fabos  aux  piedz, 
le  bonnet  a  la  tefle. 
Sur  la  may  refpcâlés. 
Ils  font  toucher  la  bcfle 
A  vn  vallct.     Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  prefjouriers  ! 
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Then  fuch  Paradife-like  lay 

Let  us  gaily  rival  hère, 
Singing  in  our  choral  way 

Some  good  honefl  Vau-de-Vire. 
Our  true  feelings  hiding  not, 
To  friend's  health  drain  \ve  wîne-pot. 


IL 

O  delicious  cider-draught, 

Thou  flialt  ever  welcome  be  ! 
Some  grand  cider-preffer's  craft 

Mufl  hâve  aptly  fafhioned  thee 
So  fit  to  drink.     AU  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifli  long  ! 

To  the  cider-preffer  's  lent 

Greater  fway  than  is  fuppofed. 
He  is  like  a  Prefident. 

While  he  fées  the  marc  difpofed, 
He's  Premier.     Ail  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifli  long  ! 

Wlien  the  marc  is  left  to  rcfl, 
Cider-preffers  go  to  dine 
With  the  niafler,  on  what  's  befl, 
At  high-table,  fuperfine. 
They  mufl  hâve  road.     AH  liandicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifli  long  ! 

Wooden  fabots  on  tlieir  feet. 

On  their  head  their  bonnet  kept, 
Reverenced  on  the  may-feat, 

While  they  make  the  horfe  be  whipt 
By  fer\-ant's  hand.     Ail  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifli  long  ! 
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A  euxfculz  appartient 
De  tout  le  preffourage 
L'entier  gouuernement, 
Et  du  grand  couteau  large 
Tailler  le  marc.     Entre  tous  les  me/liers, 
Viue  celluy  des  p7'effouriers  ! 

Les  jumelles,  la  viz, 
Les  cuues,  le  mouUage, 
Le  mouton,  la  brebis, 
Ljx  may  leur  font  hommage. 
Bref  je  vous  dis  :  Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouriers  ! 

Dans  le  fildre  nouueau 
Sont  gens  gui  ont  puijfance 
De  mellanger  de  Veau 
Et  710US  faire  nuifance. 
Difons  en  bien.     Entre  tous  les  mejliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouriers  ! 

Preffouriers,  je  promets 
Pinte  de  Maluoifie, 
Mais  qu^au  preffoir  jattiais 
Peau  n^ entre,  je  vous  prie. 
Je  boys  a  vous  !     Entre  tous  les  mefliers, 
Viue  celluy  des  preffouriers  / 


III. 

Farin  Du  Gas,  tu  es  vn  honnefle  homme  : 
Par  mon  ferment,  tu  es  vn  bon  Gallois. 
Eflois  tu  poi7i£î  du  temps  que  les  Anglais 
A  Baffelin  firent  fc  grand  vergongne  ? 
Mafoy,  Farin,  tu  es  vn  habille  homme. 

Mais  quoy  !  Farin,  y  a  t  il  quelque  chqfe 
Qui  fcmblc  jjiieux  a  Baffelin  que  vous  ? 
Premièrement  il  bcuoit  tous  les  jours, 
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For  ail  apple-management, 

On  them  are  the  fundlions  laid 
Of  defpotic  government  ; 

And  with  great  broad-fliapen  blade 
To  cleave  the  marc.     AU  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifli  long  ! 

Double  boards,  and  fpiral  fcrew, 

Streaming  pipes,  the  niill,  the  prefs, 
Table,  floor,  pay  homage  due 
To  the  preffer's  mightinefs. 
In  fliort,  I  fay  : — AU  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifh  long  ! 

While  as  yet  the  cider  's  new, 

There  are  folks  who  hâve  a  charm 
To  mix  water  in  the  brew, 

And  fo  work  us  monflrous  harm. 
But  biefs  we  it.     AU  handicrafts  among 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifh  long  ! 

Cider-preffers,  I  will  give 

You  a  flafk  of  Malvoifie  : 
But  no  water,  as  you  live, 

In  your  cider-prefs  mufl.  be. 
I  drink  your  health  !     AU  handicrafts  among, 
May  the  cider-preffers  flourifh  long  ! 

III. 

Farin  Du  Gas,  thou  art  a  goodly  man  : 

Thou  art,  I  fwear,  a  chofen  one  of  ten. 
Wert  thou  not  of  that  time  when  Engliflimen 

Did  Baffelin  fo  fliamefully  trépan  ? 

My  troth,  Farin,  thou  art  a  clever  man  ! 

But  prithee,  Farin,  is  there  any  thing 

Which  more  than  thou  to  BaffeUn  is  like  ? 
Firfl,  he  kept  drinking,  ev'ry  day  alike  ; 
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-£■/  toy,  Farin,  tu  ne  fais  autre  choze  : 
Ny  jour  ny  tmiâî,  chez  toy  on  ne  repoze. 

One  Bajfelin  ne  voullut  de  laitage, 

Et  toy,  Farin,  le  hais  plus  que  la  mort  ; 

Mais  pour  vider  centz  fois  le  gobelot, 

Tu  le  fer  ois,  à^  encor  dauantage. 

Si  Farin  mmrt,  ce  feroit  grand  dommage. 

Bajfelin  fut  de  fort  rouge  vif  âge. 
Illuminé,  comme  efl  vn  chertibin  ; 
Et  toy,  Farifi,  tu  as  tant  heu  de  vin. 
Que  maintefiant  tout  ce  Von  te  prefage. 
Si  Farin  meurt,  ce  fera  grand  dommage. 

Raoul  Bajfelin  fit  mettre  eji  curatelle 
Jlonteufement  le  bonhomme  Oliuier  ; 
Et  toy,  Farin,  voys  tu  poinft  Le  Soudier 
Qui,  en  riant,  te  faiH:  mettir  en  tutelle  1 
Ça,  diâî  Farin,  par  mafoy,j^en  appelle. 

A  Bajfelin  ne  demeura  que  f7'ire  ; 

Et  toy,  Farin,  tu  es  bon  mef nager. 

Pour  boire  vn  peu,  ce  n^efl  pas  grand  danger 

C'efl  de  ton  creu.     Encore  faut  il  rire. 

Bois  donc,  Farin,  ô^  ne  prens  pas  du  pire. 


ÎV. 

Je  congnois  vn  qui  faift  pitié. 
Tant  il  fe  defole  d-^  lamente, 
Scachant  qu^ il  perdra  la  moitié 
Du  prix  de  fon  fddre  a  la  vente. 

Il  fe  plaint  contre  tant  de  fleurs 
Qui  nous  promettent  tant  de  pommes, 
Et  luy  donnent  mille  douleurs, 
Cefle  bonne  année  ou  nous  fonimes. 
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And  thou,  Farin,  too,  dofl  no  other  thing  : 

Nor  day,  nor  night,  to  thy  houfe  reft.  doth  bring  ! 

Then,  Baffelin  did  milk  for  drink  abhor  ; 

And  thou,  Farin,  dofl  hâte  it  more  than  death  ; 

But  as  for  draining  hundred  goblets, — faith, 
Thou  would'fl  do  that,  and  even  fomewhat  more. 
Did  Farin  die,  it  were  a  pity  fore  ! 

Baffelin's  vifage  was  of  rofy  dye, 

Illumined,  as  a  cherub's  features  fhine  ; 

And  thou,  Farin,  hafl  drunk  fuch  floods  of  wine, 

That  a  like  fate  for  thee  men  prophefy. 

It  were  a  pity  fore,  did  Farin  die  ! 

The  good  OHvier  was  put  in  ward 

By  Raoul  BaffeUn,  difgracefully. 

And  fo,  Farin,  does  not  Le  Soudier, 
In  jefl,  reflrain  thee  by  curator's  guard  ? 
Farin  fays  : — "  I  appeal  from  fuch  award  !  " 

To  BaffeHn  was  left  no  bite  of  food  ; 

And  thou,  Farin,  art  frugal  of  thy  fluff. 

To  drink  a  little  wine  is  fafe  enough. 
'Tis  thine  own  growth.     Be  gravity  efchewed. 
Drink,  then,  Farin  ;  and  drink  of  what  is  good  ! 


IV. 

One,  whom  I  know,  makes  fad  outcry, 
Mofl  pitiable  moan  and  wail, 

Over  his  lofs,  fnice  folks  will  buy 

Cider  for  half-price  at  the  fale. 

He  raves  againft  the  burft  of  bloom, 

Whofe  teeming  fruit  our  trees  will  biefs, 
But  him  to  thoufand  forrows  doom, 

In  this  our  year  of  plenteoufnefs. 
Q 
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//  vendrait  f 071  fildre  aux  votfins, 
(S'il  n'en  eujl  ejlè  d^anenture) 
A  fix  blancs  le  pot  ô^  rien  moins, 
Et  feroit  petitte  mefure. 

Las  !  faîit  il  qiûil  ait  tant  vefcu, 
Et  voir,  malgré  f  on  auarice, 
Pippe  de  fildre  a  vn  efcu, 
Et  quHl  faut  que  le  fi  en  aigriffe  ! 

Voicy  lafaifon,  gofiersfecs, 
Par  vous  tant  de  fois  defirée. 
Pie  beuez  pourtant  par  excès, 
Si  lafoif  n'efî  immodérée. 

Je  penfe  eflre  atcec  mes  amis. 
Je  bois  a  vous  6^  vous  fallue  ; 
Ce  breuage  icy  n^efl  pas  mis 
Pour  eftre  jeté  dans  la  rue. 

Quand  vn  homme  efl  bien  altéré, 

Et  que  le  fidrc  le  contente, 

A  mon  aduis  il  efl  tiré 

Des  pommes  de  quelque  bonne  ente. 

V. 

Ma  commère,  ina  mye, 
Vifitons  nous  fouuent. 
Car  beaucoup  il  ni  ennuyé 
Que  mon  mary  ne  vient. 
Si  tant  je  le  regrette, 
Ce  n' efl  pas  fans  raifort, 
Car  je  couche  feullettc, 
Sculette  a  la  maij'on. 

Qu'a  Rouen  fou  affaire 
Aye  bicntofl  bonfuccés. 
Je  voudrois,  ma  commère, 
Qu'il  n'y  eufi  nul  procès. 
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He  would  hâve  fold  to  neighbours,  round, — 

(Had  only  the  crop  failed,  by  chance  !), — 

At  pence  the  pot,  nor  cheaper  found, 

Which  his  fliort  meafure  would  enhance. 

Why  Uve  fo  long,  to  fee,  with  frown, 

Spite  of  his  avarice's  power, 
A  pipe  of  cider  for  a  crown, 

And  that  his  own  mufl  foon  grow  four  ? 

Ye  thirfly  throats,  fuch  blifsfulnefs 

Was  oft  by  you  defired  of  late. 
But  ftill,  pray  quaff  without  excefs, 

If  thirfl  be  not  immoderate. 

To  you,  the  friends  I  dwell  among, 

I  drink,  faluting  as  we  meet  : 
Becaufe  it  would  be  clearly  wrong 

To  throw  this  draught  into  the  flreet. 

When  a  man's  thirfl  is  well  redreffed, 

And  cider  pleafes  him  when  quaffed, 

I  feel  it  mufl  hâve  been  expreffed 

From  apples  of  fome  noble  graft. 

V. 

My  friend,  my  goffip  dear, 

Let  us  oft  vifits  pay  : 
So  long  the  hours  appear 

While  my  good-man  's  away. 
If  I  his  abfence  moan, 

'Tis  not  mère  fantafy, 
For  in  the  houfc,  alone, — 

Alas  !  alone  I  lie. 

At  Rouen  may  his  caufe 

Right  early  hâve  good  end  : 

I  would  that  by  the  laws 

There  were  no  law-lults,  friend  ! 
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Si  tant  je  le  regrette, 
Ce  n^e/î  pas  fans  raifon, 
Car  je  couche  feullette, 
Seulette  a  la  mai/on. 

Pourueu  quHl  fne  maintie?me 
Safoy  &>  loyauté, 
Attcfidant  quHl  reuienne. 
Je  bois  a  fa  fanté. 
Si  tant  je  le  regrette, 
Ce  tiejl  pas  fans  raifon, 
Car  je  couche  feullette, 
Seulette  a  la  juaifon. 

VI. 

Meffuurs,  je  m^en  vais  boire  a  vous 
De  ce  vi7i  qui  eftfi  très  doux 
Et  fauoureux. 
Vous  ferez  en  la  vianierre 

Comme  je  vay  faire  ; 
Or  beuez  donc,  mon  comperre. 
Car  àeft  a  vous. 

fay  bcu  d'autajit,  vous  le  voyez 
Voifin,  c'efl  a  vous  en  appres, 
Et  vous  haflez. 
Prenez  doncques  voflre  tajfe 

De  cueur  &=  de  grâce. 
Ce  vin  vient  de  bo?ine  place. 
Vous  e?i  boirez. 

Boire  toufiours  il  nous  conuiefit, 
Etfy  mangeons  pareillement 
Du  painfouucni. 
Et  faiflcs  toufiours  chère  lie 

A  noflre  partye  : 
Beuons  tous,  je  vous  en  prye, 
Chafcun  d'autant. 
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If  I  his  abfence  moan, 

'Tis  not  mère  fantafy, 
For  in  the  houfe,  alone, — 

Alas  !  alone  I  lie. 

If  he  to  me  maintain 

His  faith  and  loyalty, 
Till  he  come  back  again, 

l'il  toafl  him  lovingly. 
If  I  his  abfence  moan, 

'Tis  not  mère  fantafy, 
For  in  the  houfe,  alone, — 

Alas  !  alone  I  lie. 

VI. 

Your  health,  ail  the  company  round. 
In  this  wine  delicious  and  found, 

Of  flavour  renowned. 
And,  jufl  in  the  manner  I  do, 

Do  each  one  of  you. 
Then  drink,  goffip  true  ! 

Don't  laggard  be  found. 

IVe  heartily  drunk,  and  I  fend 

The  wine  next  to  you,  my  good  friend  ; 

So  prithee  attend. 
Enjoy  your  wine-cup  with  good  grâce, 

Not  making  a  face  : 
'Tis  from  a  choice  place, 

Which  you  will  commend. 

To  drink  without  ceafmg,  behoves  : 
And  often  to  eat  of  our  loaves 

As  appetitc  moves  ; 
And  aye  to  be  merry  and  gay 

While  chatting  away  : 
Drink,  each  of  us,  pray, 

As  much  as  he  loves. 
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Quand  nous  ferons  rajfafiés 
Des  biens  qui  7ious  font  prefentés, 
Votes  n^oublirez 
A  dire  vjie  chanfonnette 

Belle  &^  Jolliette, 
Voycy  ma  vaiffelle  nette.  .  .  . 
Vous  n^cn  doublez  ! 

J'ay  oublié  a  dire  vn  mot  : 
Y  a  t  il  plus  rien  en  ce  pot  1 
Regardes  tojl. 
Cefl  de  bonne  Mei'uoifie, 

Je  vous  le  certiffyc. 
Chafcun  vide,  je  vous  prye. 
Son  gobelot. 
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When  we  fhall  be  fatisfied  quite 
With  ail  the  good  chcer  of  to-night, 

Give  us  the  delight 
Some  canzonette  pretty  to  hear, 

That  tickles  the  ear  : 
See,  my  glafs  is  clear 

Drunk  out,  honour  bright  ! 

One  lafl  parting  Avord  I  forgot  : 
Does  no  wine  remain  in  the  pot  ? 

Beware  it  do  not  ! 
The  Hquor  's  right  good  Malvoifie, 

As  I  certify. 
Drain  goblets,  fay  I, 

Not  leaving  a  jot  ! 
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A  P  P  E  N  D  I  X. 


I. 
VAUDEVILLE. 

From  "  Le  Mot  et  la  Chofe,"  by  M,  Francifque  Sra-cey  :  Paris,  1863. 

[M.  Galle,  in  the  Appendix  to  his  "  Jean  Le  Houx,"  lias 
given  the  three  firil  llanzas  of  this  lively  and  graceful  com- 
pofition  ;  adding  : — "  The  whole  pièce  fhould  be  read.  It 
"  is  impoffible  in  a  more  exaél  or  more  charming  manner  to 
"  tell  the  llory  of  the  origin  and  the  différent  transforma- 
"  tions  of  the  Vaudeville."  Some  of  the  very  defcriptive 
flanzas  of  M.  Sarcey, — himfelf,  we  believe,  a  native  of  Nor- 
mand)^, and  nurtured  in  that  land  of  romance  and  fong, — 
recall  to  our  mind  what  the  greatefl  and  moH  popular  of  the 
modem  bards  of  France  has  fung  of  fome  of  the  famous 
Vaudevillifles  of  former  times  : — 

"  Ces  couplets  comme  on  n'en  fait  plus, 
'  '  Où  Favart  peignait  la  tendreffe, 

"  Où  Panard  frondait  les  abus. 
"  Contre  rhumeui  qui  nous  irrite 
"  Quels  antidotes  fouverains  ' 

'  '  Leurs  vers  badins, 
"  Francs  et  malins, 
"  Aux  moins  joyeux  faifait  battre  les  mains." 

Thofe  fongs, — there  are  no  longer  ivch  ! — 
Favart  with  his  refrains  of  love, 

Panard  with  his  fatiric  touch  ; 
Againfl  our  fretting  difcontent 
What  fovran  remédies  ! 

Their  fportive  glec, 
Adroit  and  free, 
Brought  do\vn  applaufe  from  graveft  audiences.  ] 
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Ati  vieux  temps  où  Von  aimait 

Chanter,  boire,  et  rire, 
Bajfelin  improvifait, 

Sans  /avoir  écrire, 
De  bons  couplets  bien  chantants, 
Que  Von  répéta  longtemps 

Dans  le  val  de  Vire, 
O  gué 

Dans  le  val  de  Vire. 

Là  fut  jadis  le  berceau 

Du  vieux  Vaudevire  ; 
Il  naquit  au  bord  de  Veau, 

Oejl  cruel  à  dire. 
Mais  il  lien  chanta  que  mieux 
D amour  jeune  et  le  vin  vieux, 

Dans  le  val  de  Vire, 
O  gué 

Dans  le  val  de  Vire. 

C'était  un  enfant  malin. 

D'humeur  indocile  ; 
Il  voulut  voir  un  mati?i 

Paris  la  grand'ville  ; 
Il  laijjafon  nom  Normand 
Pour  s^ appeler  noblement 

Maître  Vaudeville, 
O  gué 

Maître  Vaudeville. 

De  la  fatire  il  y  prit 

Le  goût  et  le  flylc, 
Et  charma  par  f on  efprit 

La  cour  et  la  ville  ; 
Il  cribla  de  fes  refrains 
Et  frondeurs  et  mazarins. 

Ce  bon  Vaudeville, 

O  gué 

Ce  bo7i  Vaudeville. 
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Song,  wine,  mirth,  in  olden  days 

Did  our  fathers  cheer  ; 
Baffelin  unwritten  lays 

Improvifed  by  ear  ; 
Vocal  flanzas,  very  fweet, 
Which  they  ever  fmce  repeat 

In  the  Val  de  Vire, 
Ô  gay  ! 

In  the  Val  de  Vire. 

Cradled  there,  of  yore,  in  fedge, 

Was  old  Vaudevire  ; 
Born  befide  the  water's  edge, — 

Cruel  taie  to  hear  ! 
But  he  ail  the  better  trolled 
Love  that's  young,  and  wine  that's  old, 

In  the  Val  de  Vire, 
O  gay  ! 

In  the  Val  de  Vire. 

With  an  artful  fancy  born, 

Self-willed  child  was  he  ; 
He  refolved  to  go,  one  morn, 

Paris  town  to  fee  ; 
He  left  off  his  Norman  name, 
One  of  noble  rank  to  daim, 

Maître  Vaudeville, 
O  gay  ! 

Maître  Vaudeville. 

There  he  of  fatiric  fport 

Caught  the  tafte  and  flyle  ; 
His  fine  talent  town  and  court 

Often  would  beguilc. 
And,  with  fliarply-pointed  wit. 
Frondeurs,  Mazarins,  would  hit  : 

That  good  Vaudeville, 
O  gay  ! 

That  good  Vaudeville. 
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En  fes  chanfons,  du  grand  roi 

Il  refit  rhijloire  ; 
La  Valliere  et  Villeroy, 

Lavwtir  et  la  gloire, 
Tout  le  grand  fiècle  y  pajja, 
Et  fa  perruque  y  danfa 

Sur  des  airs  à  boire, 
O  gué  ' 

Sur  des  airs  à  boire. 

Au  temps  de  la  Potnpadour, 

Comme  à  cette  école, 
De  vin,  de  joie,  et  d'' amour 

La  France  était  folle  ; 
Uim  ton  un  peji  plus  f  aie 
Il  fe  livra  chez  Collé 

A  la  gaudriole, 
O  gué 

A  la  gaudriole. 

Mais  le  théâtre  à  Paris 

Efl  la  grande  affaire, 
Un  matin  il  y  fit  pris 

De  belle  ma?iih'e  ; 
Et  fans  crainte  des  fifflets 
Il  débita  fes  couplets 

Devant  un  parterre, 
O  gué 

Devant  icn  parterre. 

Four  théâtre,  il  eiit  longtemps 

Celui  de  la  Foire  ; 
Pour  public,  de  bonnes  gens, 

Riant  après  boire  ; 
Il  chantait  avec  Panard 
A  la  franquette  et  fans  art, 

En  narguant  la  gloire, 
O  gué 

En  nar;{uant  la  oloire. 
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Next  the  great  King's  feats  employ 

His  fong's  plaflic  mould  ; 
La  Vallière  and  Villeroy, 

Love,  and  Famé,  he  told  : 
AU  that  ftately  âge  went  pafl, 
His  peruke  there  dancing  fall 

To  wine-mufic  old, 
O  gay! 

To  wine-mufic  old. 

In  La  Pompadour's  funfhine, 

Fafliioned  in  her  fchool, 
France,  of  joy,  and  love,  and  wine, 

Frantic,  ferved  the  rule  ; 
He,  beneath  the  lively  fway 
Of  the  volatile  Collé, 

Played  in  fong  the  fool, 
O  gay! 

Played  in  fong  the  fool, 

But  at  Paris  the  grand  thing 

Is  dramatic  wit  : 
Going  on  the  flage  to  fing, 

He  made  quite  a  hit  ; 
And,  not  fearing  hifs  or  groan, 
Stanzas  in  unfalt'ring  tone 

Spouted  to  a  pit, 
O  gay! 

Spouted  to  a  pit. 

AU  the  théâtre  he  had, 

Was  La  Foire,  a  while  ; 
AU  the  audience,  folks  glad 

Jufl  to  drink  and  fmile  : 
With  Panard,  in  frankefl  ways, 
He  fang  ruflic  roundelays, 

Aping  no  fine  fi.ylc, 
O  gay  ! 

Aping  no  fine  llyle. 
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Quand  d^un  théâtre  à/on  nom 

Plus  tard  il  fut  maître, 
Il  conferva  même  ton, 

Même  façon  d'être  ; 
Avec  Merle  et  Défaugiers, 
Et  tant  d'autres  chanfonniers, 

Ilfe  vit  renaître, 
O  gué 

■  Il  fe  vit  renaître. 

Il  chanta  comme  toujours, 

La  gloire  et  les  belles  ; 
Les  vieux  vins  et  les  amours, 

Les  amours  nouvelles  ; 
Il  mit  Horace  e?i  flofis  fions  ; 
En  avant  les  violotis, 

Et  foin  des  cruelles, 
O  gué 

Et  foin  des  cruelles. 

Mais  enfin  Scribe  arriva, 

Scribe,  V homme  habile  ; 
De  la  fcéne  il  éleva 

Le  toji  trop  facile. 
Veuillez  tourner  le  feuillet. 
Vous  verrez  ce  qu'il  a  fait 
Du  vieux  Vaudeville, 

O  gué 
Du  vieux  Vaudeville.* 

*  In  M.  Sarccy's  volume,  this  "  Vaudeville  "  is  folio wed  by  "  Les 
"  trois  Scribe,  Critique-Vaudeville  en  un  acte,  du  Théâtre  de  Madame." 


APPENDIX.  241 


When  a  théâtre  his  name 

Owned,  in  times  of  late, 
He  retained  his  tone  the  famé, 

And  changed  not  his  flate  : 
With  Merle  and  Defaugiers, 
And  a  hofl  as  good  as  they, 

Quite  regenerate, 
O  gay  ! 

Quite  regenerate. 

True  to  early  days,  he  trolled 

Songs  of  Love,  and  Famé  :- 
Sang  of  wines  of  vintage  old, 

And  Love's  youngefl  flame. 
To  his  deft  Horatian  flave 
Violins  fweet  mufic  gave, 

Cruel  girls  to  fhame, 
O  gay! 

Cruel  girls  to  fhame. 

But  at  length  did  Scribe  appear  ; 

Mafler-mind  was  he 
Higher  the  flage-tone  to  rear, 

Erfl.  too  light  and  free. 
On  the  next  page,  you  will  leam 
How  he  gave  a  novel  turn 

To  old  Vaudeville, 
O  gay  ! 

To  old  Vaudeville,. 
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II, 

OLIVIER   BASSELIN. 

LongfellouK 

[We  make  no  apology  for  hère  introducing  the  charac- 
teriflic  and  animated  poem  in  which  Mr.  Longfellow  has 
celebrated  the  fcenery  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire,  and  the  fongs, — 
and  the  mill, — of  OHvier  BaffeHn  ;  a  poem  which  the  good 
tafle  of  M.  Gaflé  has  feleéled  as  one  of  the  principal  orna- 
ments  of  his  volume  on  "  Jean  Le  Houx,"  The  charm  of 
Mr,  Longfellow's  verfes  will  be  little  diminifhed  by  the 
récent  difcovery  as  to  the  true  authorfliip  of  mofl  of  the 
fongs  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire  which  hâve  come  down  to  us  ; 
and  the  name  of  Olivier  Baffelin,  fo  generoufly  praifed  in 
the  poetic  flrains  of  Jean  Le  Houx,  flill  remains  one  "  which 
"  Famé  will  not  willingly  let  die."] 

In  the  Valley  of  the  Vire 

Still  is  feen  an  ancient  mill, 
With  its  gables  quaint  and  quecr, 
And  beneath  the  window-fill, 
On  the  flone 
Thefe  words  alone  : 
"  Oliver  Baffelin  livcd  hcrc." 

Far  abovc  it,  on  the  flccp, 

Ruined  flands  the  old  Cliâtcau  ; 
Nothing  but  the  donjon-kcep 
Left  for  fhclter  or  for  fliow, 
Its  vacant  eyes 
Stare  at  the  fkies, 
Starc  at  the  vallcy  grecn  and  dccp. 
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Once  a  convent,  old  and  brown, 

Looked,  but  ah  !  it  looks  no  more, 
From  the  neighbouring  hill-fide  down 
On  the  rufliing  and  the  roar 
Of  the  flream 
Whofe  funny  gleam 
Cheers  the  httle  Norman  town. 

In  that  darkfome  mill  of  flone, 

To  the  water's  dafh  and  din, 
Carelefs,  humble,  and  unknown, 
Sang  the  poet  Baffelin 
Songs  that  fill 
That  ancient  mill 
With  a  fplendour  of  its  oavti. 

Never  feeling  of  unreft, 

Broke  the  pleafant  dream  he  dreamed  ; 
Only  made  to  be  his  nefl-, 

Ail  the  lovely  valley  feemed  ; 
No  defire 
Of  foaring  higher 
Stirred  or  fluttered  in  his  breafl. 

True,  his  fongs  were  not  divine  ; 

Were  not  fongs  of  that  high  art, 
Which,  as  winds  do  in  the  pine, 
Find  an  anfwer  in  each  heart  ; 
But  the  mirth 
Of  this  green  earth 
Laughed  and  revelled  in  his  line. 

From  the  alehoufe  and  the  inn, 

Opening  on  the  narrow  llrcet, 
Came  the  loud  convivial  din, 

Singing,  and  applaufe  of  fcet, 
The  laughing  lays 
That  in  thofe  days 
Sang  the  poet  Baffelin. 
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In  the  caflle,  cafed  in  fleel, 

Knights,  who  fought  at  Agincourt, 

Watched  and  waited,  fpur  on  heel  ; 

But  the  poet  fang  for  fport 

Songs  that  rang 

Another  clang  ; 

Songs  that  lowlier  hearts  could  feel. 

In  the  convent,  clad  in  grey, 

Sat  the  monks  in  lonely  cells, 
Paced  the  cloiflers,  knelt  to  pray, 
And  the  poet  heard  their  bells  ; 
But  his  rhymes 
Found  other  chimes, 
Nearer  to  the  earth  than  they. 

Gone  are  ail  the  barons  bold, 

Gone  are  ail  the  knights  and  fquires, 
Gone  the  abbot  flern  and  cold, 

And  the  brotherhood  of  friars  ; 
Not  a  name 
Remains  to  famé, 
From  thofe  mouldering  days  of  old. 

But  the  poet's  memory  hère 

Of  the  landfcape  makes  a  part  ; 
Like  the  river,  fwift  and  clear, 

Flows  his  fong  through  many  a  heart  ; 
Haunting  flill 
That  ancient  mill, 
In  the  Valley  of  the  Vire. 
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III. 

[To  the  kindnefs  of  M.  J,  B,  Weckerlin,  the  very  leamed 
Librarian  of  the  Confervatoire  de  Mufique  at  Paris,  \ve  are 
indebted  for  a  tranfcript  of  the  following  feventeen  ancient 
airs  ;  to  which,  Vaux-de-Vire  of  Jean  Le  Houx  were  fung 
in  his  own  time.  They  are  taken  from  a  work  of  great 
interefl-,  rarely  found  complète  : — "  Recueil  des  plus  beaux 
"  airs  accojfipagnés  de  Chanfons  à  Damer,  Ballets,  Chanfons 
"  folâtres,  et  Bachanales,  autrement  dites  Vaudevire,  non  encore 
"  Impj'iniés.  Auxquelles  Chanfons  l'on  a  mis  la  mufique  de 
"  leur  chant,  afin  que  chacun  les  puiffe  chanter  et  dancer  le  tout 
"^  une  feule  voix.  Cacn,  chez  Jaques  Mangeant,  161 5." 
The  volume  confifls  of  three  parts  bound  in  one,  fmall  duo- 
decimo. 

A  fomewhat  fmiilar  coUedlion  had  been  publifhed  at 
Caen,  alfo  by  J.  Mangeant,  in  1608,  entitled  "Airs  nouveaux 
"  accojnpagnés  des  plus  belles  chanfons  à  danfer  que  ayetit  eflt, 
"par  cy  devant  mifcs  en  lumière,  mef urées  fur  toutes  fortes  de 
"  cadences,  de  Branles,  Vol  tes.  Courantes,  Ballets,  et  autres 
"  danccs,  et  qui  iio7it  encor  eflé  imprimées.  Aicf quelles  chan- 
"  fons  Ton  a  mis  la  Mufique  de  leur  chant,  afin  que  chacun 
"  les  puiffe  chanter  et  dancer  de  mefure  en  compaignieP  But, 
from  its  title,  that  work  does  not  appear  to  hâve  contained 
airs  of  the  Vaux-de-Vire. 

Of  ail  the  fongs  of  ancient  France,  widi  the  arrangement 
of  which,  whether  as  "  Echos  du  Temps  Paffe',"  or  undcr 
other  titles,  M.  Weckerlin's  name  is  honourably  affociated, 
none,  perhaps,  are  more  interefling  to  the  mufical  biblio- 
grapher  than  thefe 

"  Vocal  Aanzas,  very  fweet, 
"  Which  they  ever  fince  repeat 

"  In  the  Val  de  Vire, 
'•  O  gay  ! 

••  In  the  Val  de  Viie.'j 
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i.Ju  iarhier  qui  la  barbe  oJt& 

Au    barbier    qui         la   barbe    os .  te         Qui    ma  barbe 


i 


I J     ^ I J     J     J^ 


^  ftl 


os    -    ta  Et       a       la       rao     _      de       qui     trot  .  te 


j     ,'     J 


','     r     j 


Qui      me       la  coup  .    pa;  Dar  .  gent       il 


f  J    J    Jj^i-^-^    I    ,     .-J 


ne       m'en     .       .      cous  .  ta,  Mais     je      luy     paj- 


é     \     é        é       ^       à     \     *     ^     '     m 


a.y    cho  -  pi  .  ne,     Quand    il    sceut   mon         o  .  ri  .  gi  -  nt 


Que  j'estois    Vi  .    rois      Et  compagnon    ga  .    lois. 
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2.  Ceft  affez.  truupe  honorable . 


ê 


r^m    0_f 


^   f»  f  m    -À   mé' 


m  I   ,^f^^ 


Cest  as.sez  troupe  ho.no-rabl»;      De  ces  gentis  chans  virois 


i 


^^m 


m     .^»     j--*     r   f   0     . 


:^?=«: 


^ 


Il    faut  se   le  .   ver   de      table       Le  reste   en  une      au.tre    fois, 


Car  p<*ut.es1re       que     le  maisire    Qui  nous  assem  .   ble     ce.  ans 


É 


^  >  N   '  J  *  I  J   J^ 


^ 


No- se    di  -  re        le    marti  .  re       Et   mal  que  luy     font  les  dents: 


Souvent  in.rom  -  mo  .  di  _  te         Provient  da  .  voir      trop  chant*?. 

'6.  Compact  on  mnrin  ief\ 


^ 


-j J--^ 


'7    {"     " 


f  0  é  r_^    '  — ^ 


Coin  -  jia  .  gnon       ma.rinier    Grande  et   pluine  est 


^ 


#     *     # 


i 


-TT?  G 


la        mer,       I,e  flot      bat        le        ri 


va   -    «-H 


i 


If'     *—rr- 


11        faut    jircn     -      dre        ce  bort . 


Car      le      vent 


est  lro|j  fort,  Ne      perdons  point coura     .      ffe. 
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4.  J'itiil/-  ({ Il umeiir  nos  rlioiix  fr'nl  iin-ti.^ 


Fau   _    te    d humeur         nos    choux  sont    morts  Kn 


nos    jardins        par    se  .  che   .    res  _  »e:    Fau  .    te      da.brever 


^       ^^ ^ 


bien  mon  corps        Si    jalois   mou  .   rir      que     se  .    ro't  -  ce? 


{^■'\<v  \7   é     >    ^  1^,  ,  r  |~    »  >  »  i^— „ — » — vA 

*j       '     •  -0- 

He  qu'avons-nous  af.  fai.re  Du  Turc  ny  du  Sophy,  don  don?Pouv 


\    m    m     rj 


veu  que  j'aye   a       boi  .  re   Des   grandeurs  je    dis  .    fv,  don  don. 


N  :'p 


3^=ic 


mm*: 


0   m~W 


0-      * 


Trinque  Seigneur,  Ce  vin  est  bon    Hoc  a. cuit  in  .    ijt .  nium. 

(> .   / (j  VIII r  /inr/u ich-nwn i . 


j'av.  me  par.  faictement         Un  breuvair^      excellent. 


Car      il     fait       resjou  .  ir    mon        ge .  i.ereii 


X    cou    _    ra 


Qui   d'eau       fait    breuva  .  ge        Na  point   dVn  .  ten-dem.'nt. 
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7.  Z  amour  je  laifferay  faire . 


l^^'  r.  j   r    r  ■  ^'  I  r  ■  ^  ^  ^ 


L'a  .  mour     je        les      .       se  .    ray     fai  -    re 


t^  ; .  /  j-  ;  _>^ 

'    ^     m     ^ 


^^m 


Et      les     daines    courti    .     ser; 


Il       ne    me     faut 


plus  qu'a  boi  .  re       D'au,  tant    et  .   me  re   _    po .  ser. 

,5.  Meffieurs.  voulez -vous  nen  mander. 


$ 


^ 


:^î=ÎE 


J     J     J 


ié  m 


' » ^ 

Mes  .  sieurs    vou  .  lez  -  vous  rien     man  .  der, 


Mes  .  sieurs     vou  .    lez   -    vous 


rien        man  .   der? 


^^^■j'j  ,1 J  J  -'  ir  r  ^  Oa 


Ce    bateau     va    pas  .    ser     la    mer,        Ce    bateau     va      pas. 


,^J       * 


» — ■:i. — — 

Sans      ](('  .   lil       et  sans       nau  _  fra    -      -     fje. 
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9.  J{fon  îiiarv  u.  que  je  oroy. 


Mon  mary    a,       Que  je  croy      Par   ma  foy        Le     go , 


Ny    du-rer  Si     sa  gor .  ge    n'est   mouil  .   le  .    e. 

jo  Monfieur  de  eeans . 

y      s.   [S.  ,        .       iw     S.    S. 


,^^'iij';^/ji.-;^^ji„:-;  ;;-^i 


Monsieur  de  cejins  Ces  honnestes  gens  Ne  vous  pourront  ru .  i  . 


ner  a  chopiner,  Car  le  sidre  ne  vaut  plus  qu'un  ca  .  ro  .  lus. 

Il .  N(ihre^ec>ns  point  notre  vie 


^^'-iî  r  r\r'm 


^S 


:?=? 


*È 


Nabrcgeons  point  nostre  vi.e    Par  trop  nous  at  .    te.di.er, 


i 


^ 


^   w  f  f 


m     é 


^ 


^zz    m    mz 


1 — r 


Cent  ans  de  me  .  lancholi  .  e        Ne  payeront  pas      un  denier; 


At.  tendons  k        rechigner  que   nous  soy.ons   ma    .la.  des 


i 


-M — r 


^ 


f      f 


f     *    S^ 


^J     à 


Qu'on  viendra  nous     ordonner  Des     breuva.ges   si        fa.  des. 
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12.  yV?  t'approche,  avare  chiche. 


Ne       tap  -  proche       a     .     va 


clii  .    che 


De        ma      table       au    -     eu  -  ne      .       ment,         Tu        fis 


mou  _   rir         pau  _  vre      .      ment        Mon      voi    .    sin    quoqu' 


^^ 


^    .     ^ 


^^==^ 


il      fut 


ri  -  che:  Riche        a      .      va  _    re      est 


jy^-s^ 


^m. 


^       m 


peu    de      cas,     Non     je         ne        le         se.  ray  pas. 

izJVousJflmmcs  armes  comme  il  faut . 


^z^Ff-^T-fi^pr^i-r?^ 


Nous  sommes  ar.mes  comme  il  faut:     Alarme!  à    las.  saut. 


i 


=F=?^ 


^ 


■* — *- 


^i£=3r: 


a    las-  saut!        Nous     sommes     ai-  .   mes         comme    i!      faut. 


t^in^^7^tg^^3I3:g 


Hs;=^^^^^5=i=q 


m 


Chacun  monstre  ce     qu'il  sçaif  fai.re:         Alarme!  a     los-saiit, 


T-f-TT 


a    las. saut!        (Jhîi.cun  monstre    ce  qu'il   sçait     fai  .  re. 
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14  O  tintamat're  Jylaisant 


O     tin  .  ta  -  mar    .    re    plaisant  Et    dou  .  ce.  ment 


7^J     J      J      I     J      J     J      J    I    J    ^^ 


re  _    son  .  nant  Des      tonneaux      que  l'on       re  .    lie 


i^  '.    r   r  i  ^ 


0      é 


Si  .  jïïcne     qu'on    boi    _      ra     d'au. tant;  Ce  .  la      me     fait 


f^M^J^^^=x^i  j  l 


^-i-j 


res   .   jou    -     ir  O      belle     har  .   mo      .      ni    .     e 


Sans  toy  je  m'ai,  lois   mou.rir         De      me  .  lan.cho  .   11  .  e. 

Vy.OueJVcé  fui  un  pii  tri  arche  (hpw 


^^^ 


^g^-V-^-fE 


-g tL. 


Que    No    .      e      fut  un    pa.triar    -    che     di.gne, 


^  ^'     *      T~rJ       \     f^    •     »     \     à  ^»     ^      m     \^ 


Car    ce    fut  luy     qui       nous    planta     la         vi  .  srne.   Et 


-u 


g      a:. 


jt  J     ^    -^~!=*"  0    ^''\d    0  ^-, 


beut  pre.  mier    le  jus   de      son  raisin        0    le    bon      vin!    Et 


beut  pre.raier    le  jus   de      son  raisin        0    le    bon      vin! 
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16 .  (lui  ejt  celuy  qui  eft  ^ifant. 


Qui      est     ce    .     luy      qui         est       gi      .       sant 


Sous     cet  .   te  froi   .de  se  .    pul     .tu    -     re? 


^*  r  r   n  r  ^  N  J  ^I^  J  J 


Un    riche      a    .     ya  .    re         qui      vi  .  vaut  Ne      bu  . 

voit      que  l'eau      tou      .       te        pu       .       re. 

17.  Sur  la  mer  je  ne  veux  mie. 

Sur       la      mer       je  ne       veux  mi    _     e 

'  *  ^  ^'-^  \/-  •  '^    I    '  ir  !/>  I     fL5-^^— •  *    '^ 

En  hasard  mettre    ma    vi  .  e    Pour  augmenter  mes  moy.ens, 


Pour  .    veu       qu'à         mon       çre       je 


-» :jfr 

boi     .     ve 


Et       que         mon  peu  je         con     .      .     ser 


Cy       bas  je  ne        veux      plus 


ri     .     en. 
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Adam,  c'efl  chofe  très  notoire 

A  l'amour  ne  fuis  addonné 

A  quelques  hommes  fans  cerueaux 

Au  barbier  qui  la  barbe  ofle 

Au  voifm,  de  fîebure  mourant     , 

Ayant  le  dos  au  feu  &  le  ventre  a  la  table 


B 

Bacchica  bella  milii  nunc  funt  bellanda  bibendo 

Beau  nez,  dont  les  rubis  ont  confié  mainte  pippe 

Belle,  a  vous  ie  m'addreffe 

Beuuons  a  la  fanté  du  Roy 

Boire  autant  de  fois  du  bon    . 

Bon  boire,  on  ne  peut  te  louer  dignement 

Bon  vieil  drolle  Anacreon 

Bon  vin,  fay  moy  raifon  d'une  foif  violente 

Breuuage,  amy  fouef 


Cœfar,  des  vaincus  ennemis    . 
Celuy  qui,  pour  chanter  le  los 
Certes  hoc  vinuni  cjl  bonus  ! 
Ces  gens  la  me  font  rire 
C'eft  affes,  troupe  honorable  . 
C'eft  en  table,  ou  jamais  ailleurs 
C'eft  icy  que  je  veux  cercher 
Ce  vin  vaut  bien  le  chariage  . 
Chantre  de  table  et  beuueur  . 
Chefnes,  qui  portoient  le  glan 
Compaignon  marinier 
Confeillez  moy  pour  ma  fantc 

D 

De  ce  Virois  conferuons  la  mœmoire  . 
De  nous  fe  rid  le  François 
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Dire  toufiours  une  chanfon     . 

Difons  a  Dieu  aux  gentilz  Vau  de  Vire 

Douces  chanfons,  a  tort  on  vous  blafonne 


En  vn  jardin  d'ombrages  tout  couuert 
Efl  ce  pas  commettre  vn  grand  vice   . 


Farin  Du  Gas,  tu  es  vn  honnefle  homme 
Faulte  d'humeur  noz  chous  font  mors 


Gentil  forgeur,  au  vifage  noircy 
Grand  foulas  m'ell  d'ouïr  aux  tables 

H 

Hardy  comme  vn  Cefar,  je  fuis  en  cefte  guerre 
Hé  !  qu'auons  nous  affaire 
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Loifqu'on  perfe  chez  mou  voifin 
Louons  l'Etemel 

M 

Ma  coinmcre,  ma  mye 
Ma  femme  fe  dicl  mal  pourueue 
Marefchal,  qui  le  rouge  fer     . 
Médecin  de  ma  trifleffe 
Mes  bons  feigneurs,  ie  penfe,  a  mon  aduis 
Meflieurs,  je  m'en  vais  boire  a  vous 
MefTieurs,  maintenant  delaiffez 
Meffieurs,  voulez  vous  rien  mander  ? 
Me  voulez  vous  garir  de  la  berlue  ? 
Mon  cher  foucy,  o  bouteille  m'amie 
Mon  mary  ha,  que  ie  croy 
Monfieur  de  céans 


N 
N'abrégeons  poincï  noflre  vie 
N'approche,  auarice  chiche    . 
Ne  hantant  point  le  monde     . 
Ne  laiffons  poinél  fecher 

Noftre  hofte,  s'il  eft  vray  que  vous  foit  agréable 
Nous  cognoifl'ons,  grand  Dieu,  noftre  avoir  et  noz 

biens 
Nous  fommes  armés  comme  il  fault 
Nous  fommes  trois  Ijons  drolles 
Nous  fommes  trop  long  tems  icy 
Nous  fommes  vne  grande  trouppe 


O 

O  gentil  ioly  mois  de  may 

O  gentil  joly  vin  clairet 

On  a  verfé  cecy,  pour  eftre  beu 

On  les  a  cenfurés 

On  plante  des  pommiers  aux  bors 

On  va  difant  que  j'ay  faicl  vne  amii 

Or  fus,  beuuons  !     Que  nous  fert  de  plorer  ? 

Oftes  moy  ce  médecin 

O  tintamare  plaifant  . 

O  vray  et  naturel  François 


Plufieurs,  en  fe  fcandalifant    . 
Pour  fuir  a  mes  ennuis,  fans  partir  d'vne  place 
Puifque,  beaux  Ixafilicz,  qui  tuez  par  la  veue  . 
Puifque  bon  temps  ne  dure  plus 
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Oak-treos,  that  acorns  bore    . 
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